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CHAPTER I 


The man heard the girl scream—a short, hesitant scream. He 
attempted a smile and achieved a gargoylelike effect, the horrible 
caricature of a real smile. He used his left hand to pick up a pack of 
cigarettes, using the steel and leather fingers deftly and accurately. 
The tiny pistol built in as one finger no longer frightened him. It was 
so quick to go off that he had once been apprehensive about it every 
time he used the hand. But not any more. He’d even come to have a 
certain fondness for his mechanical hand. It was, after all, no less a 
part of him than the face—scarred, partially immobile, yet a 
monument to the genius of plastic surgery—or the spine held together 
by steel bolts. But then, Judas mused, reaching far back into memory, 
into his childhood, his body had never been of any real value to him. 
He had always been the small one, the misshapen one, the one others 
made fun of in their cruel play. And yet, as it had turned out, it had 
been that very smallness, that wiry compactness that had enabled him 
to withstand things which would have killed larger men. A lifetime 
ago, he recalled, he had vowed that though the world would scorn his 
body they would reckon with his mind. And he had proven that—ten 
times over—yet always the final success had eluded him. This time, 
that wouldn’t happen. Success was practically in his palm. Harold had 
brought him that power. Harold had found him, or perhaps he had 
really found Harold. No matter, really. In the mysterious ways evil 
finds evil, they had found each other, and now he would settle old 
scores once and for all. 

The girl screamed again, another shortlived outcry. Harold was 
just warming her up. He could tell, that by the character of her 
screams—fright, but not the pure terror that would, of course, come in 
time. It always did with Harold. Harold was a genius in many things. 
This must be the new little one from Panama City. She had been a 
hostess in a third-rate nightclub and Judas recalled how he had been 
against bringing her. He had been so careful to set up a complex 
network for acquiring the girls. Both type and environment were so 
important. Yet Harold had seen her, wanted her, so he had given in. 
She wouldn’t be what Harold liked, he knew. This one wouldn’t 
frighten in the same way the others had. This one had been around 
and she wouldn’t react with the kind of increasing terror Harold liked 
so much to see. But she was here now, and she’d do until a better one 
came in a few days. Another scream, longer this time. Harold must 
have her in his rooms, with the door open. The experimentation cells 
downstairs were soundproofed. Judas got to his feet, walking with a 


sharp, wrenching gait that covered ground with surprising speed. He 
went over to a wall panel, slid it back to reveal a bank of television 
monitors. He pressed the button beside one, and Harold’s living room 
immediately filled the screen. 

The girl was there, huddled in a comer, naked. Tartar stood to one 
side, holding the shreds of her clothes. Her screams had obviously 
occurred when he had tom her things from her. Tartar’s huge bulk 
would have filled the small monitor screen had he not conveniently 
stayed to one side. Harold was walking toward the girl and Judas 
noted she had a small figure, but compact and full breasted, with a 
round little belly. Her legs were short, but youthful enough to be still 
attractive. In ten years she would be plump and dowdy. Not that she’d 
have to worry about that any longer. A cackle escaped Judas at his 
grisly little joke. They were really doing her a favor, preventing her 
from getting plump and dowdy. As he watched, Judas saw Harold 
near the girl. 

“You may wait outside now, Tartar,” Harold said in that distinct, 
carefully articulated voice. The giant of a man he called Tartar was 
absorbed in staring hungrily at the girl. 

“Wait outside, Tartar,” Harold said again, each word distinctly 
pronounced. Tartar, his thick black hair almost a lion’s mane, turned 
his massive head from the girl to look at Harold. The high cheekbones 
and ochre skin, tight to his face, revealed his Outer Mongolian 
birthplace. The tremendous man was a true throwback, a 
contemporary specimen of the ancient Mongol hordes of Kublai Khan, 
those fierce, huge Tartars whose very presence terrorized friend and 
foe alike. 

Judas briefly recalled how he had found the man in Mongolia and 
had brought him here, taught him his English, given him comforts he 
never dreamed existed. Judas was not merely a master, but a kind of 
God, and in his own primitive, peasant manner, Tartar knew he would 
be nothing without his god, Judas. When assigned to Harold, Tartar 
was told to do whatever Harold said, and only Judas was the higher 
authority. Now Judas nodded his head in satisfaction as he saw the 
massive Mongolian turn and begin to shuffle from the room, 
reluctance in his shuffle, yet obeying without question. Judas knew, of 
course, that Tartar was something more than a child and less than an 
adult. He would always exist in that twilight zone where the bodily 
drives of a Hercules meet the mental capabilities of a ten-year-old. It 
was a zone that suited Judas perfectly. On the small screen, he 
watched Harold take the girl by the wrist and pull her to him. She 
came, fear large in her eyes. 

“Nothing will hurt you, my dear,” Harold was saying. “If you just 
cooperate. Do you understand that, my dear?” Harold pushed the girl 


down onto the long couch. Harold was tall, slender with a bookish 
appearance that under certain circumstances some women would find 
attractive. This little one who had met many men would never have 
found Harold her type under any circumstances. Harold pushed her 
down onto the couch and sat down beside her. He was going to try to 
make love to her. Judas realized he must be smiling, for he felt a little 
saliva dribble down the side of his chin and he wiped it away with his 
good hand. Harold always tried to make love to them, as though 
someday, sometime, a miracle would happen, a lightning bolt would 
flash, and he would really be able to do it. Harold was fondling the 
girl’s breasts, keeping up a steady patter in that careful voice of his. 

“You'll like me, my dear,” he said. “It’s much better than having to 
go with that huge beast of a Mongol. You be nice to me and I'll see 
that he is kept away from you.” 

Harold was kissing her breasts, now, letting his lips rove over her 
body. The girl had obviously been made love to by others she equally 
disliked, but she cradled his head in her arms and let him have his 
way. Only Judas, seeing her eyes on the monitor, realized what she 
was doing. Too bad for her, he realized. Harold was more than 
ordinarily sensitive. He wanted the girls to be terrorized, and then 
respond with either pure terror or the passion which sometimes erupts 
from extreme terror. He would know she was going through the 
motions as she had learned to go through them, not knowing it would 
do her no more good than the others. When Harold pulled her down 
onto the rug, a moment of fleeting realization swept over her, but she 
misinterpreted what it meant. As Harold slid his body back and forth 
across her naked form, she closed her eyes, obviously relaxing in a 
false security because she thought this impotent creature was 
essentially quite harmless. 

Judas felt himself smiling again. Harold, with that fantastic mind 
of his, had brought sadism to a new high in scientific erotica. No 
stranger to the pleasures of sadism himself, Judas occasionally found 
he was slightly aghast at the boundless dimensions of it in Harold. 
Though he knew better than to pry, he was certain it was in some way 
connected to his impotence. Somewhere, in some past time, Harold 
felt a woman had injured him, was responsible for his condition. 
Perhaps one actually was responsible, Judas mused. Harold’s physical 
impotence and his obsessive desire to inflict pain on women were 
directly tied together. When Judas first learned that, he knew he could 
have free use of Harold’s fantastic scientific mind and schemes. When 
you find out what makes a man live and give it to him, he becomes 
yours. The sudden, sharp cry of pain snapped Judas’ mind back to the 
little television screen. Harold was twisting the girl’s arm behind her 
back. 


“You’re not doing anything to me,” he hissed in her ear. 

“Tm ... ’m trying,” she sobbed. “Really, I’m trying.” 

Harold let her go and she fell atop him, desperately trying to excite 
what was beyond excitement, to arouse what was beyond arousing. 
She now suddenly sensed that her attempt to go along with this 
impotent creature had led her into a cul-de-sac. She was perspiring, 
now, more from realization than effort. Harold pushed her away, 
raking his hand across her face in a vicious slap at the same instant. 
The girl cried out in unexpected pain. 

“Youre not trying,” Harold said, angrily petulant. 

“T am trying, I am!” she half sobbed. She began to fling herself at 
him again when he reached out, grabbed her arm with his hands and 
twisted sharply. She screamed and fell back. Harold was on his knees 
and he slapped her as hard as he could. It was hard enough to knock 
her backwards against an end table. The girl reached up to the table, 
her hand finding a heavy, glass ashtray. She pulled herself to her feet 
—short, compact body now tensed with naked fury. She held the 
heavy ashtray in one hand and moved toward Harold, who had also 
regained his feet. 

“You bastard,” she breathed. “You miserable, perverted bastard. I’ll 
kill you.” 

Judas stiffened. It was what he had been afraid of with this one. 
Striking back, fury, anger, rather than mindless terror. That’s why he 
had so carefully set up the mechanics for getting the girls. He was just 
about to press the alarm button that would bring Tartar crashing into 
the room when he saw Harold race to his closet, the girl slowly 
circling the table with upraised ashtray. Harold emerged with his 
bullwhip and sent it flashing through the air. It snapped against her 
flesh with the sound of a firecracker exploding. She screamed and 
dropped the ashtray. With the bullwhip wrapped half around her, 
Harold yanked on it and she fell forward to her knees, where he 
kicked her in the stomach. As she lay clutching her abdomen and 
breast, Harold cracked the whip down at her again. She screamed and 
straightened up. Instantly the whip cut into the abdomen, great red 
welts appearing at once, as if painted there by some giant marking 
pencil. Judas had seen Harold use the whip before. He was very good 
with it, placing its agonizing slash just where he wanted it. Again and 
again the whip rose and fell as the girl writhed on the floor, screaming 
to him to stop, trying without avail to protect herself. Then suddenly 
he stopped—reached down and raised her pain-wracked body and 
tear-stained face. 

“This is only a sample, my dear,” he smiled at her. “There will be 
much more to come ... much, much more. This is but a beginning.” 

Harold knew the full impact of anticipation, of fearful dread. It 


was as terrible—perhaps more so—than the event itself, and the use of 
that dread was one of his sadistic refinements. Harold had proven to 
Judas how he could, with true Pavlovian techniques, reduce one of 
the girls to a wailing, quaking idiot just by the use of dread. But now 
he called out and Tartar came into the room. 

“Tartar,” he said to the huge Mongol, “you can take her 
downstairs. But first, you can play with her right here for a little while 
... only a little while.” 

Tartar picked the girl up with one arm as a child would pick up a 
doll, grinning down at her. A long dining table stood at one end of the 
room and Tartar walked over to it with her under his arm. 

“You promised me you wouldn’t,” she screamed at Harold. 

“Tartar will finish what you said I couldn’t do for you,” Harold 
said, precisely. “After all, you went to so much trouble, I don’t want to 
see you unsatisfied, my dear.” 

She was still begging Harold when the huge Mongol slammed her 
down onto the table like a sack of wheat. Holding her with her legs 
dangling off the table edge, the giant thrust himself into her as he 
stood at the edge of the table. The girl screamed in pain as the 
massive brute took her with tearing, rending force—took her again 
and again. Finally, as her screams grew not weaker but hoarser, 
Harold called out. 

“All right, Tartar, that’s enough for now,” he said. He had to repeat 
it twice and finally take the bullwhip and snap it in the air. The 
Mongol backed from the girl, grinning happily. He caught her with 
one huge hand as she slid from the table, tucked her under his arm 
and walked from the room with her. 

Judas saw Harold go over to the table, pull out a slide rule and sit 
down with a piece of paper and pencil. He had been working on 
refinements of their achievement and in seconds he was industriously 
scribbling down figures and equations. Judas snapped off the monitor 
and sighed with relief. This one had had its unpleasant moments. 
From now on he would insist they stick to the painstaking but safer 
operation he had set up for the girls. He wasn’t going to have this time 
of times, this success beyond all successes, spoiled by man’s 
carelessness. Judas had always planned with caution and 
thoroughness and this one was the most carefully planned, most 
meticulously thought out of all. But Judas had never read what Robert 
Burns had written about the best laid schemes of mice and men. 


CHAPTER II 


There was a basement garage in the tall building of the 
Amalgamated Press and Wire Services in Dupont Circle, Washington, 
D.C. A tall man got out of his car and strode briskly to the elevator. 
The impeccable tailoring of his suit could not hide the width of his 
pectoral muscles, the bulge of powerful shoulders, and the easy, 
swinging stride of a man more used to doing than watching. In the 
elevator, Nick Carter pressed the button for the top or penthouse floor 
and watched the floor lights tick off on the indicator over the door. It 
was very seldom Hawk called him directly to AXE headquarters, the 
real organization behind the name of the Amalgamated Press and 
Wire Services. Even very big stuff was most often handled at outside, 
clandestine meetings —often arranged at considerable artifice and 
trouble. This had to be only one thing ... whatever was up was not 
only big, but the time factor did not permit even the slightest delay. 

The elevator stopped, the doors opened and Nick strode into a 
small reception room. A girl sat at the desk, a new girl he didn’t know. 
But hell, she might have been here for a year and he wouldn’t know. 
Two men flanked her, seated on small sofas on either side of the desk, 
leafing casually through newspapers and magazines. Nick suppressed 
a grin. The instant appraisal of the two men and their determined 
casualness did not hide their surveillance of him. Not from him, it 
didn’t. To anyone wandering in they would merely have been two 
people waiting to see someone. Nick cast a quick, knowledgeable 
glance at the comer where the wall met the ceiling. Two small air 
vents looked down at him. Behind them, Nick knew, were two instant- 
firing, specially adapted M-1 carbines, triggered by a button at the 
girl’s feet beneath the desk. 

He smiled and presented his credentials. The girl, smiling sweetly, 
looked up at him pleasantly. She took the credentials, turned to a 
small machine beside the desk and processed the papers. An infra-red 
light flashed on in the machine and Nick watched as she compared the 
picture and fingerprints on his credentials to a master docket which 
flashed onto a small screen before her. She smiled again, this time 
with more interest, handed his papers back to him, nodded to the two 
men and pressed a buzzer. Nick smiled and walked past her toward 
the closed door of another office. Not a word had been spoken, but a 
great deal of information had been communicated. In moments, the 
girl had learned from the master docket that the handsome, 
powerfully built man was Agent N3, Nick Carter. Blue eyes, much 
bluer and more piercing than the docket detailed, six feet, two inches, 


permanent shrapnel in his left hip, scar along side of chest, right side. 
He was one of less than a handful of men to hold the rating 
Killmaster, held a pilot’s license on all types of aircraft, was an 
accomplished scuba diver, spoke four languages fluently and six 
others skillfully. The docket further told her he had won the Nationals 
sailing 210’s, had taken the One-Fault-And-Out International Jumping 
title at the Kildare Horse Show in 1966, was qualified to drive 
Formula One racing cars, was a member of the Societe Gastro- 
nomique, and was single. Quite a man, she murmured to herself, as 
she watched his broad back disappear into Hawk’s offices. 

“Come in, N3,” Hawk said, getting to his feet. Nick saw that the 
Chief looked tired, very tired, yet those steel-blue eyes still crackled 
and his voice was crisp. Three other men in civilian clothes were in 
the room. They stood up also. Hawk introduced them at once. 

“This is Jacques Debol, French Intelligence,” he said of a thin- 
faced, slender man. “And Aran Kuhl, Israeli Security Forces, and 
Commander Hotchkins, U.S. Navy.” 

Nick shook hands all around and sat down in the empty chair 
obviously being held for him. Hawk chomped on an unlit cigar. 

“These gentlemen are here because our nations all experienced 
strangely similar maritime tragedies fairly recently. I presume you 
know what I refer to, N3,” Hawk said. Nick nodded and a trio of 
events immediately leaped into his mind, through the gift of total 
recall which had so often saved his life. In a relatively short period of 
time, an Israeli, a French and then an American submarine had 
disappeared. The strange and unexplained disappearances had hit the 
press the world over. 

“Then, as you know,” Hawk went on, “none of those submarines 
had sent out any radio message indicating any kind of problem. No 
engine trouble, no messages reporting anything at all, not even the 
most minor of problems. And not a one radioed it was in trouble at 
the time, nor was there any message of any kind afterwards. They just 
vanished, disappeared.” 

Nick remembered very well. It could have happened that way once 
—even twice—but three times was pulling the long arm of 
coincidence out of shape. 

“We have the answer to those disappearances, Nick,” Hawk 
continued. “The answer is contained in a ransom note the President of 
the United States has received asking for 100 million dollars for the 
return of our newest sub, the X-88.” 

“That designation, X-88,” Nick asked, “that means an experimental 
sub?” 

“Exactly,” Hawk answered. “And need I tell you who the note is 
from?” 


“Judas,” Nick answered at once. It had to be Judas. It was his land 
of operation. Yes, only one man, Judas, that personification of evil, 
that Satan in human form. Merely thinking of the man set Nick’s teeth 
on edge and his anger soaring. 

“In his note to the President,” Hawk explained, “Judas referred to 
the disappearance of the other subs during his practice experiments. 
The X-88 he now has is practically a working blueprint of our newest 
weaponry, our latest electronic defensive and offensive gear, our most 
secret nuclear power-plant structures. And, of course, there’s the 
entire crew.” 

“If we don’t pay, he’ll sell elsewhere,” Nick finished. “And if we do 
pay, that’s no guarantee of anything. He might decide to hold us up 
for more and still make a deal with someone else.” 

“True enough,” Hawk admitted. “That’s why these gentlemen have 
been pooling what little information they have with us.” 

“And it is very little, indeed,” the Israeli added. “While your 
country is now being held up at gunpoint, so to speak, if this lunatic 
succeeds he will do the same to all of us. Perhaps his demands will 
grow even larger. The world could be at his mercy in time. We have 
given your Chief here what little information we had on the 
disappearances of our submarines. I understand we are trying to put 
scraps together to see if they can help draw a picture for you to work 
from.” 

“One thing is certain,” Hawk chimed in. “If we don’t pay in five 
days, he will take more subs, more crews— and demand more money. 
His note makes that clear.” 

“How, dammit?” Nick shot out. “You don’t just tuck a submarine 
under your arm and swim off with it. All these craft have radar, sonar, 
radio transmission, alarm systems and all kinds of very sophisticated 
protective devices. What happened to all that hardware?” 

“Whatever he’s using must have a neutralizing element,” Hawk 
shrugged. “Something which completely knocks out every detection 
and alarm system. We don’t have any idea what to look for, but we 
can be fairly certain that something powerful and massive enough to 
capture a submarine intact must operate from a base somewhere. The 
X-88 and its crew are probably being held at the same base. You have 
five days in which to find that base, destroy the operation—whatever 
it is— and rescue the sub and its crew.” 

Nick flashed one of his boyish grins and looked wide-eyed and 
innocent. “No sooner said than done,” he said, cheerfully. He cast a 
quick look at the other three. They were serious, eager to believe him. 
Hawk shot him a steely cut-it-out-not-in-front-of-company glance. 

“We do have a few pieces of fairly solid information,” he coughed. 
“Though I admit they’re very few.” 


Nick saw the Frenchman’s eyes shoot skyward at this. He seemed 
to be saying they were not very solid, either. 

“We'll give you what we have, step by step, N3,” Hawk continued. 
“First, we know that Judas, while he would take on masterminding 
this kind of thing, doesn’t have the technical and scientific knowledge 
to devise whatever it is they are using. Here I’ll let M’sieu Debol take 
over.” 

“It is very little I can give you,” the Frenchman shrugged, 
helplessly. “You have no doubt heard of the renowned French marine 
biologist, Francois Sangue and his work in the field of underwater 
exploration and man’s ability to live under the sea. About a year and a 
half ago, Professor Sangue was approached by a man, whom he 
casually knew, who claimed he could construct an undersea device 
that would control the world. The man was not French. His name was 
Harold Fratke. Professor Sangue knew of him, however, as a most 
brilliant mind, an absolutely fantastic marine biologist. But he also 
knew this Harold Fratke to be a very strange, unstable person. In fact, 
the man seemed to have an obsession about women. He was arrested 
for drugging young girls, molesting them. And one summer at the 
Sorbonne he was dismissed as a lecturer for keeping a young girl 
imprisoned in his room. Professor Sangue sent this Harold Fratke 
away, of course, and he was going to forget the entire affair but then 
he thought he should report the strange offer to the Surete. They 
attempted to contact the man, but he had vanished.” 

Hawk gestured with a hand toward Aran Kuhl, the Israeli Security 
man. 

“Over a year ago,” the Israeli began, “a slave-trader was slain on 
the Israel-Jordan border. This man had specialized in supplying young 
girls to wealthy buyers, mostly in the Arab and Far Eastern world, of 
course. However, among his papers was found the name Harold 
Fratke. He had been a—er—client of this slave trader who suddenly 
went out of business.” 

“T see,” Nick mused aloud. “And maybe he found a new supplier— 
Judas—in exchange for what he offered. This is all beautiful 
conjecture, gentlemen, but it isn’t worth a damn in helping me find 
Judas. If that’s all you’ve got I’d say we’ve absolutely nothing to go 
on, and five days and nothing don’t add up to much hope.” 

“All right, N3,” Hawk cut in. “We have a few more facts which we 
fed into our new Master Computer. As you know, a computer can only 
answer from what information you feed into it. We fed it all the hard- 
core info we have, which consisted of these few things. First, the 
ransom letter was mailed from Washington, D.C., naturally, to avoid 
any telltale postmarks. But every ink, whether it comes from a pen or 
a typewriter ribbon, has an evaporation factor. Also, laboratory 


analysis can determine with fair accuracy how recently that ink has 
been applied to the paper. We determined that this letter had been 
written not more than three days ago. So we fed the computer the 
evaporation factor of the ink, where the letter was mailed from, the 
area in which the submarine X-88 last reported in by radio, the six 
areas in the world containing the greatest number of uncharted 
islands and atolls, and the depth of the water in those areas.” 

“That last one, old boy,” Commander Hotchkins broke in, “is 
because all three of the lost subs had been operating in fairly deep 
water Whatever is being used requires depth and room to operate.” 

“From these bits and pieces we asked the computer to give us a 
probable location or an area for search,” Hawk said. 

“Td say it came up with the Caribbean,” Nick said. “Around the 
Lesser Antilles, probably the strip fronting on Venezuela.” 

Hawk at least kept his mouth closed. The other three sat there with 
jaws hanging slack. A sly smile of respectful commendation flickered 
over Hawk’s face. It was the Frenchman who found his voice first. 

“Formidable!” he said. “Beyond belief.” 

“You don’t need your computer,” the Israeli added in awe. “The 
man’s phenomenal.” 

“Tt wasn’t all that tough,” Nick said. “A lucky guess.” As a 
momentary hum of conversation broke out among the others, Nick’s 
mind flashed on a large map of the Caribbean. The Lesser Antilles 
formed a large half-moon running along the eastern part of the 
Caribbean. The good, deep water in that area would be from the 
Antilles out, along the Los Roques Trench and beyond. He would 
eliminate the main islands at the western end of the chain—Aruba, 
Curasao, Bonaire. There was too much normal activity and traffic 
around them. It would be the smaller ones outside the Curasao Ridge, 
perhaps, and those to the east. Hawk’s voice snapped him back to 
attention. 

“The kind of searching you’ll need to do will require a special kind 
of cover. A legitimate oceanography expedition has been set up there, 
headed by one Dr. D. Fraser. It was a bit of luck on our part. This Dr. 
Fraser had applied for a government grant for an oceanography unit 
in that area. We had a big allocation shot through for the doctor, a 
base vessel, a small Aero Commander outfitted with pontoons and 
tons of oceanographic equipment, more than he asked for. The good 
doctor’s no doubt so astounded he hasn’t recovered from the shock of 
it all. But it’s all down there already.” 

“And where do I fit in with the doctor’s oceanography unit?” 

“You’re doing special research on underwater problems for the 
Navy,” Hawk answered. “You’ve been assigned to work from his unit 
on this very hush-hush job. It was a condition we attached to the 
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grant.” 

“If I read you right, Chief, the good doctor doesn’t even know he’s 
being used as a cover.” 

“That’s true.” 

“Isn’t that dirty pool, really?” Nick commented. “Maybe he 
wouldn’t have grabbed at the grant if he knew he was putting himself 
in danger of being blown to bits.” 

“He isn’t in danger,” Hawk said. “That’s the beauty of it. The good 
doctor is legitimate, and the cover is legitimate. There’s no reason for 
anything to happen to him and his people.” 

Baloney and you know it, Nick said under his breath. The 
unexpected can always happen. But it was the kind of unswerving 
ruthlessness one got to expect from Hawk. Not that he treated human 
life lightly. It was merely that if people had to be used to get the job 
done, then he used them. The doctor gets his oceanography grant and 
Hawk gets his cover. Neat. If all went well, the good doctor would 
never know the difference. If it didn’t, he’d damned well know. 

“You’ve an hour less to find Judas and the X-88,” Hawk said, 
standing up to signify the briefing was at an end. 

“Sorry I’m such a chatterbox,” Nick commented, acidly. 

“That’s all right, N3,” Hawk replied with a smile. “Stop in at 
Special Effects. Stewart has a new skindiving outfit for you that might 
come in rather handy. He’ll fill you in on the details.” 

Nick waved a hand at the other three who had also gotten to their 
feet. They were solemn-faced, looking like pallbearers at a funeral. 
Maybe they were, in a way. He had five days—no, he corrected 
himself as per Hawk’s last remark—four days and twenty-three hours, 
to find something someone else had been spending the past year or 
more hiding. Not too encouraging a prospect, to say the least. But as 
Nick walked toward Special Effects, he thought about what had 
happened so far. The French, Israeli and American subs that had 
disappeared each carried about 100 men. That meant Judas had killed 
some 300 men thus far, not to mention the subs, and he now held 
another 100 men captive. Nick felt his jaw muscles clench. If he found 
Judas this time he’d make certain there would be no escape. The man 
had more fives than a cat but, by Nick’s count, he had used up more 
than his share by now. This would be it, a final accounting. 

At Special Effects, Nick found Stewart waiting, happy as always as 
a kid with a set of new toys. The skindiving outfit he gave Nick was 
replete with a variety of hidden flaps and pockets, each one carrying 
its own fascinating exercise in destructive thinking. Nick listened 
attentively. The Special Effects man knew his business and on this job 
—an excursion into the unknown if there ever was one—he would 
need all the technical help he could get. 


“Now, N3,” the man finished, “you’ll go to Puerto Rico by regular 
airliner. The Aero Commander from the oceanography unit will pick 
you up there. The Chief wants it all handled very casually. At the 
oceanography vessel they’re all involved in their own little academic 
world and they’ve probably never heard of AXE, to say nothing of you. 
You'll be Commander Carter, Naval Research. I think you’ve got it all, 
now. Good luck.” 

Nick nodded, picked up the special gear and left. He locked his car, 
sent the keys back upstairs and headed for the airport. The shuttle to 
New York was fast enough and there he boarded the plane to Puerto 
Rico. The faint ticking of his watch was a constant reminder that the 
business of just getting there was robbing him of precious hours of 
time, but there was little he could do about it. The airliner was jam- 
packed with the usual crowd of happy vacationers on their way to the 
islands, families going back to visit relatives, and a scattering of 
businessmen. Nick found himself in an aisle seat, across from a girl 
who had already strapped on her seatbelt. She was young, brown- 
haired and apple-cheeked, and she radiated a country freshness, a 
feeling of farms and pastures and haylofts. Her breasts were round and 
full under an orange jacket over a dark blue skirt. Her legs were a 
shade too heavy, but their youthfulness and firm skin made them 
attractive. She wore no stockings and flat shoes. She was pleasant and 
fresh and at the moment very apprehensive as she watched more and 
more people crowd into the airliner. 

“Don’t worry,” Nick said, quietly. “It’ll take off.” 

She looked at him and then laughed. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t 
know it showed so much. I’m not an experienced flyer and you are.” 

“How do you know I’m an experienced flyer?” Nick asked with a 
half smile. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said, appraising him again. “A something 
about you, a certain look. You look like you’re an experienced 
everything.” 

Nick smiled broadly at her. It wouldn’t be a long flight, but it 
might be a pleasant one. She was thoroughly open and likeable. The 
usual take-off bustle interrupted them, but once airborne, after two 
cocktails, he had learned a lot about her. Betty Lou Rawlings was her 
name and she was bom among the cornfields of Nebraska, had come 
to the big city about a year ago, and had found some fun, some 
disappointments and a lot more struggle than she had anticipated. 
When she questioned him he told her he was engaged in underwater 
research for the Navy, giving her the oceanographic expedition 
explanation. But he decided to give her the name of Ted Malone. The 
airliner had too many pairs of ears aboard. Betty Lou was properly 
impressed. What might have been aggressive or forward in other girls 


was nothing more than a kind of puppy-dog uninhibitedness about her 
that was very warm and appealing. He found himself liking this 
spontaneous straightforward farm girl. 

“You going to Puerto Rico for a vacation?” he queried. 

“Oh, no,” she cried, suddenly becoming very animated and excited. 
“[’m going there to be met and taken to my new job. I’m really so 
thrilled and excited. Maybe I’m a little afraid, too. They’re sending a 
special private plane to meet me—and all that!” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“Tm to be a secretary-companion to a wealthy old man, a recluse 
who lives on his own island. There’ll be only a few other people 
beside myself, ’'m told. A handyman, a few servants. Imagine that, I’ll 
practically have a whole island to myself. I’m told the work is really 
very easy.” 

How did you come by this?” 

“An advertisement in the newspaper,” Betty Lou said. “The Walton 
Employment Agency. God, are they thorough. I’ve never been so 
thoroughly checked, rechecked, interviewed and examined in my life. 
I had to tell them my life’s history, whether I had any boyfriends, 
close relatives, living parents, everything. They explained to me that 
I’d be on my own, away from everyone for months at a time. If I were 
going to get homesick for a relative or boyfriend it wouldn’t work out. 
Luckily, I’ve been on my own since I was eighteen and my folks died. 
My only aunt passed away last year and that’s when I came to New 
York. They checked everything out at Walton and I got the job.” 

Walton Employment Agency. Nick found himself inscribing the 
name in his mind and he wondered, briefly, why. There was no 
earthly reason why he should make a mental note of the Walton 
Employment Agency, but he did. Something in his subconscious was 
ticking away, he knew. In time, it would make itself known. The pilot 
switched on his speaker system and his voice came into the cabin loud 
and clear— 


“A heavy fogbank is blanketing Puerto Rico, ladies and gentlemen. 
We will land in a few minutes, but we are no doubt the last plane to 
be cleared for landing. All smaller aircraft have been diverted some 
hours ago. Please fasten seatbelts, and it’s been nice having you 
aboard.” 


Nick smiled reassuringly at Betty Lou who was genuinely grateful 
for it. The airliner dropped down through the fog—a moist, vaporous 
blanket. It would be an instrument landing, but this pilot knew what 
he was doing. If you were aware, all sorts of little things could tell you 
that—the way the huge airliner settled down, the controlled feel of 


the plane, the steadiness of the descent. Betty Lou’s knuckles were 
white where she clutched the end of the arm rest, Nick saw. He was 
relaxed as a well-fed tomcat, on the outside, at least. Inside, he was 
grimly angry. Puerto Rico wasn’t subject to heavy fogs, but every 
island had to have its share of them. It was rotten luck he had to hit 
one. 

He felt the plane touch ground, and now diffused airport lights 
struggled through the fog. In a little while he was beside Betty Lou 
inside the terminal. Both of them checked on the arrival of private 
planes to meet them, though his check was a mere formality. It was 
obvious no small birds would be checking in in this soup unless they’d 
put in hours ago before it closed down. Nick asked weather advice and 
was told the fog was expected to last through the night. There was 
nothing to do but hole up at a hotel for the night. He looked at Betty 
Lou. She was disappointed, her face reflecting that disappointment. 
Nick’s face reflected only a bland cheerfulness, but inside he was 
angry—mad as hell, in fact. There was little enough time without 
losing another twelve hours. Judas was getting all the breaks so far. 
He looked at the girl again and felt sorry for her. 

“Don’t take it so hard,” he said. “I shall devote the evening to 
keeping you amused.” 

She took his arm, impulsively. She was all warm softness, the side 
of her breast pressing into his arm producing a softly exciting 
sensation. 

“Thank you, Ted,” she said. “I hate waiting, it’s one of the worst 
things for me. I got my courage all up and ready for this moment and 
now—more waiting.” 

“Come on, honey,” Nick said, pulling her along with him. “Let’s 
check in at the hotel and then we’ll go out to dinner. We’ll make the 
most of it, okay?” 

She nodded happily and fell in beside him with a half-skip of a 
stride, trying to match his long legs as they marched from the 
terminal. The nearest hotel had a fine small combo and a good 
restaurant. They had cocktails, danced, ate dinner, danced some more, 
and drank some more. As the evening crept on into the small hours, 
Nick noticed an increasing quietness about Betty Lou. As they finally 
walked to her room, on the floor beneath Nick’s, he pulled her closer 
to him. 

“Something’s bothering you,” he said, gently. “What is it? Come 
on, tell me. Imagine me as your friendly family minister.” 

“Nobody has that good an imagination,” she laughed. “I guess I’ve 
just been thinking that this is the nicest evening I’ve spent in a long 
time and tomorrow I’m going to go to an island with a recluse to 
spend months there. Now, suddenly I don’t want to go. I want to see 


you again, Ted.” 

Her eyes were looking up at his, round and serious. He tweaked 
her nose. 

“T’ve been thinking about you on that island, myself,” he admitted. 
“A girl like you—an old recluse—it seems such a waste. But then, 
.some things aren’t as important to some girls as they are to others. I 
just wonder if you’ve given enough thought to the personal problem 
involved.” 

“Td given it a lot of thought and I was sure I could do it,” she said, 
opening the door to the room. “But now, with you, I’m not at all sure. 
Maybe if I knew I could see you again—in a few months or so—” 

“Why not?” Nick answered. He’d enjoy seeing this direct, frank girl 
again. If he were successful he could work it out, he was sure. If he 
failed, it wouldn’t make much difference. Suddenly he felt her arms 
slide up around his neck. 

“Help me, Ted,” she murmured. “Give me something to last me.” 

He pressed his lips onto hers and found her mouth open willingly, 
eagerly. She closed the door and spun out of reach, tossing the orange 
jacket on a chair. In moments she had slipped out of blouse and shirt, 
then brassiere. There was nothing wanton about her actions, nothing 
neurotic, nothing obsessed, but a wholesome delight, a pure frankness 
that was both exciting and terribly appealing. Nick went to her and 
the sight of his bronzed, muscular body was not lost on Betty Lou 
Rawlings. She clasped herself to him with a strength he had expected 
from those sturdy legs. Her skin was milk-white and smooth, and she 
ran her hand up and down his chest as he kissed her. 

“T didn’t expect to be here tonight,” Nick murmured to her eager 
lips. She wasn’t the kind of girl one hopped into bed with, and he 
wanted her to know he realized that. She deserved more than one- 
night stands, this honest little creature. 

“T didn’t, either, Ted,” she whispered. “But I’m glad. I’m not 
ashamed to say so, either. I don’t go for all that pretense most girls 
come up with, only doing it because they were swept off their feet or 
they just couldn’t help themselves. Maybe living on a farm you take a 
more normal, natural approach to it. I want to, and I’m happy I want 
to.” 

“Then shut up and use your lips for something else,” Nick grinned 
at her. He didn’t give her time to answer as he pulled her close, letting 
his thumb gently caress her small, pink nipples, feeling them rise at 
his touch. Her breasts were firmly soft—full peaks of pleasure—their 
tips the small, partially recessed tips of a young girl, sweetly vernal. 
But what she lacked in experience she made up for by the naturalness 
of her lovemaking—as open, as direct and uninhibited as she was. 
Betty Lou’s arms around him were strong—her hands as they moved 


down his body were hot, eager, messengers of the desire that was 
within her. Her body was quivering, writhing, her hips moving in 
undulating motions before he really began to caress her. When he did, 
she sighed and a husky, gentle purr of contentment escaped her. 

“Don’t stop,” she murmured. “Don’t ever stop.” He felt her hands 
on his shoulders begin to tighten and the purr of contentment change 
to a sob of desire as he welded himself tightly to her. Suddenly, she 
cried out during the ecstasy of release. When she lay back beside him, 
her breath returning to its normal rate, she put one leg over his and 
pressed herself close against his body, as a vine tries to wrap itself 
around a tree trunk. 

“Think that will last you?” Nick asked, blandly. 

“Tv’ll last,” she murmured. “Will it ever!” She raised her head and 
looked at him with those open, wide eyes. 

“T want to write to you, Ted,” she said. “I can’t give you an address 
yet because I don’t know it. But if you give me yours [ll send it to 
you.” 

Nick smiled down at her and gave her his New York apartment 
address, care of a friend by the name of Carter. She detached herself 
for a moment to inscribe it in a little address book and then snuggled 
down beside him again. Finally, when she was sleeping peacefully as a 
baby, he slipped out and went to his room. He wanted to check his 
gear once again and be ready for an early start. He knew that the 
interlude with Betty Lou would be paid for in blood and sweat. He 
didn’t have twelve hours to toss away. Neither did 100 men 
imprisoned someplace. Neither did the world. But the fog continued to 
roll past his window as he closed his eyes. 


CHAPTER III 


Nick woke to a hot, bright sun, feeling like a racer who’s heard the 
starting gun. He shaved and dressed quickly, bounding up the stairs to 
Betty Loo’s room. There was just time for a brief goodbye and good 
luck to the girl. Expecting to find her still asleep, he halted in surprise 
at seeing the door of the room ajar. He pushed it open as he called her 
name. Instead of Betty Lou, a huge, hulking figure turned to stare at 
him with small, black eyes set in a massive head, unmistakably that of 
a Mongol. God, he’s a big one, Nick thought to himself, taking in the 
spread of the man’s shoulders and the long arms. The big man held a 
note in his hand, the envelope on the floor at his feet. Nick saw the 
name written on it—Ted Malone. The hulk was reading a note 
addressed to him. 

“What gives, buster?” Nick growled. “That note is for me. Where’s 
Betty Lou?” 

“Girl gone,” the behemoth said, his voice a low, gutteral rasp. “You 
know girl?” 

“Met her on the plane yesterday, not that it’s any of your damn 
business.” 

“You forget girl,” the big Mongol said. It was a command more 
than a warning. Nick felt his own anger rising. 

“Just give me my mail,” he said. “Or there’s going to be an awful 
crash.” 

“What crash?” the giant looked blank. 

“When you hit the floor,” Nick said, deciding to snatch the note 
from those hammerlike hands. He read it quickly. 


“Dear Ted, 

My contact is here already. I didn’t want to wake you. I’ll never 
forget last night and I’ll write at the address you gave me. Expect to 
hear from me. Love, and thanks again for everything. Betty Lou.” 


Nick’s attention was on the note. He never saw the blow as it 
came. All he felt was the sudden explosion— as though all his breath 
was being forced up into his head. The blow, a karate chop, had 
struck him alongside the neck, knocking him sideways and forward. 
He felt his eyes bulging, felt himself crashing into a small table, 
toppling over with it. He desperately fought off the waves of 
blackness, dimly aware that he was on the floor and then, for a long 
moment, the blackness closed in on him. In reflex action conditioned 
by years of training, he kept shaking his head and in seconds managed 


to clear his vision enough to focus his eyes. There was a weight on his 
back and he reached behind him to push the little table off. He 
regained his feet, still swaying, and saw that he was alone in the 
room, the door swinging freely. That monster had hit him a blow that 
would have killed many men and put most out of commission for an 
hour— or a day. To try and follow after the giant was a lost cause, 
Nick knew. He was still very unsteady and his head felt split in two— 
the blood pounding in his temples, his neck already swelling from the 
blow. He dragged himself to the window and looked down at the 
street below. He caught Betty Lou’s orange jacket as she got into a cab 
with a leather-jacketed man and the monstrous Mongolian who was 
carrying her suitcases. 

He went into the bathroom and put cold compresses against his 
neck, feeling the comforting relief against throbbing veins. This whole 
thing had a very funny flavor to it and he had a distinctly uneasy 
feeling for little Betty Lou. The old recluse was plainly very insistent 
on maintaining an absolute hermitage, and yet Nick had a strange 
feeling there was more to it. If he had time he’d look into it. But hell, 
time was the one thing he didn’t have. He hadn’t enough time for his 
own mission. He went to his room, got his things and took a cab to the 
little seaplane base at the western end of Isla Grande airport. He 
spotted the Aero Commander instantly, bright yellow with red trim 
and on the sides OCEANOGRAPHIC EXPEDITION in large, black 
lettering. As Nick walked out onto the ramp a tall blond boy emerged 
from the plane, wearing only tan khaki trousers. 

“Commander Carter?” he sang out, cheerily. “I’m Bill Headwin. 
Welcome to the team, though I know you're only joining us 
temporarily.” 

“Hello, Bill,” Nick answered. The young man had a nice body, 
suntanned—a swimmer’s body—and a likeable, quick-to-smile face. 
“You can look at me as a sort of short-time roomer. I’ll try to stay out 
of everybody’s hair.” 

“Golly, Commander,” Bill Headwin said as they climbed into the 
Aero Commander. “We're glad to have you with us. We heard you 
were a really great underwater specialist, an expert on underwater 
currents. That’s something Dr. Fraser is especially interested in, too.” 

“How nice,” Nick said. He hoped Hawk hadn’t put it on too thick. 
He’d apparently built him up well enough. Too much could be his 
undoing. Bill put the plane into a slow climb and circled out across 
the Caribbean. 

“How many on the team?” Nick asked, trying not to wince as he 
used the term. It was obvious they were a light little group. 

“Well, there’s Cynthia and me,” the young man said. “Cynthia’s my 
wife. We got married only last month, but we’ve worked with Dr. 


Fraser for over a year. Then there’s Ray Anders, our lab technician, 
Howie Thompson, our mechanic, and Consuela, our cook. She’s from 
the islands—Barbados, I think. And Dr. Fraser, of course.” 

“Of course,” Nick said, his eyes scanning the rich blue of the 
Caribbean as they flew low. When the plane began to nose down Nick 
saw the ship grow larger as they neared it. The side of the vessel’s hull 
carried the same identifying lettering as did the plane. Now he could 
see the name of the ship on the bow, Triton. She was white-hulled, 
solid and broad beamed. As the plane’s pontoons touched the surface 
of the water, Nick saw the small figure in the neat, pink bathing suit 
waving at them. She was standing at the stem, a line in one hand. The 
sight of the girl brought Betty Lou Rawlings flashing through his 
mind. He had purposely kept his thoughts away from her. That whole 
business still disturbed him and he felt frustrated at not being able to 
investigate if further. Bill Headwin cut the plane’s engines and taxied 
up to the stem of the Triton. 

“That’s Cynthia,” he said as the girl clambered out over the stem 
rail of the ship. 

“I guessed it,” Nick said, drily, still thinking about Betty Lou. He 
felt himself itching to get into his gear, take over the plane and start 
searching on his own. Action was always a good antidote for 
frustration. When Bill shut off the engine entirely, Cynthia leaned 
down and secured the line to a special cleat on the underside of the 
plane’s nose. In moments Nick was aboard the floating laboratory 
vessel, getting a brief introduction to the rest of the crew. Consuela 
turned out to be young, full-figured, wearing a bright, bare-midriffed 
dress which accentuated her shoulder-length black hair and her light- 
coffee skin. Nick wagered that the lab technician and the mechanic 
were very happy to have Consuela aboard. 

“Dr. Fraser is busy but will be up later,” Cynthia said. “We’re to 
show you to your quarters, Commander.” 

Nick followed Cynthia’s trim little figure to a small room. His eyes 
quickly noted the high-frequency transmitter set up in it, obviously at 
Hawk’s orders. He wondered if he would send the one message Hawk 
waited to hear. Cynthia left and he quickly stowed away his gear, 
changed into bathing trunks and went up on deck. He put his 
skindiving suit and equipment aboard the plane, ready for instant use. 
Howie, the ship’s mechanic and general handyman, was just finishing 
refueling the plane from what was obviously a large floating gas tank 
alongside the vessel. 

Nick had decided to keep Hugo, his pencil-thin stiletto, in its 
waterproof sheath, strapped onto his arm. Special Effects had told him 
the skindiving suit had a zippered flap through which he could reach 
Hugo if he had to, plus an inner waterproof pocket for Wilhelmina, his 


Luger. He passed Consuela on the deck as she lay atop a hatchway, 
sunning herself. She got up on one elbow to watch this Greek god 
come to life as he strode to and from the plane, carrying his 
equipment on board. Her glance, Nick noted wryly, was one of frank 
approval and undisguised attraction. 

He had just secured the airtanks inside the cabin and was standing 
at the door of the plane, resting one foot on a pontoon, the other 
against the door sill, when he saw the girl walking toward the stem of 
the Triton. She was tall, very blond, with her hair pulled up and back 
rather severely. Her shorts revealed long, gorgeous legs, beautifully 
shaped. Bill hadn’t mentioned this member of the “team” and Nick 
quickly wondered why. She was not one to be overlooked. He watched 
her approach and pulled himself up onto the stem of the Triton. Her 
nose was straight and short, her lips fine, delicately carved. But it was 
her eyes which held him—eyes an electric blue that fairly crackled. 

“How do you do,” she said, flashing a very cool, mechanical smile 
as she stopped before him. “I’m Dr. Fraser.” Nick blinked. The old 
sonofagun, he swore to himself. Hawk had never hinted that Dr. 
Fraser was a woman. Maybe the Chief didn’t know it, either. Nick 
smiled inwardly, warming to the thought. It would serve him right. 
He’d be mad as a hornet when he found out. Not that the old man had 
anything against females. He just would be bothered at having tossed 
something as luscious as this at Nick. Dr. Fraser was talking again, her 
tone cool and reserved. The loose overblouse she wore concealed 
more than it revealed and Nick found himself wondering about that. 

“T hope you found everything satisfactory, Commander,” she said. 

“Oh, yes, very satisfactory,” Nick answered, watching her breasts 
move inside the overblouse. 

“T was informed when receiving the grant that you would require 
extensive use of the airplane, perhaps the vessel itself, for a period of 
time. I was told to extend every cooperation to you and you would 
inform me of your needs. In fact, I got the feeling that we were all to 
be at your disposal at any time.” 

“And this annoys you?” Nick asked, mildly. It was plain that she 
was more than a little annoyed, but he wanted to have her admit it. 

“T suppose it shouldn’t,” she said. “In your eyes I’m _ being 
ungrateful, I take it, Commander.” 

“You said it, I didn’t.” 

“Yes, I said it and I don’t mean to be ungrateful. The grant was a 
godsend and entirely unexpected. We only had a dim hope it might be 
approved. But we wanted the grant to pursue our work and prove our 
theories. If we can’t do our work because of a parade of special guests 
such as yourself, then all this is not really accomplishing very much.” 

She was as biting as she was beautiful, Nick realized. She looked 


through him with those electric blue eyes, disdainful and superior. 
The good doctor was a gorgeous ice-cube—smug, self-satisfied and 
probably a rank feminist. But despite her determined severity she was 
gorgeous—gorgeous enough to take down. In fact, he mused, she no 
doubt needed to be knocked off her arrogant, self-erected pedestal. 

“T won’t be around long,” he smiled at her. “When I’m gone, you'll 
have the whole ocean to yourself, honey.” 

“Honey?” She bit out the word as her eyes flashed. “I am not 
accustomed to being addressed as honey, Commander Carter.” 

“Tt saves a lot of wear and tear on the memory,” Nick grinned. “But 
if you insist ’ll make an exception in your case. What’s your name? [ll 
try and remember it.” 

He saw her swallow and bring her anger under control. 

“Everyone else calls me Dr. Fraser. I do have a doctorate in marine 
biology.” 

“Good for you, but I’m not everyone else.” 

She gave him a long, even look and he saw her eyes flick over his 
torso, travel fleetingly up and down his oak-like legs. 

“No, I don’t imagine you are everyone else, to use your phrase,” 
she said. “You’re probably very good at your job, very efficient, very 
ruthless, and very big with the girls.” 

“T don’t have time for girls,” he said sharply, and watched Dr. 
Fraser’s eyebrows go up in surprise. 

“No girls?” she said. 

“Nope,” he grinned. “Just women, honey.” 

“Tll be in my cabin if you need me, Commander,” she bit out 
through tightened lips, turning to stride off down the deck, faint spots 
of color appearing on her smooth cheekbones. 

Nick swung down onto the plane, cast off the line and sent the 
Aero Commander scooting backwards away from the ship. He gunned 
the engine, took off smoothly, giving himself the pleasure of executing 
a perfect bank, tight and smooth, sensing the admiration from Bill 
Headwin and the others below. Nick set the Commander out over the 
first leg of a triangular course with the far point at Aves de Sotavente, 
the other two legs over the deep water of the Los Roques Trench. He 
flew over islands, charted and uncharted, buzzing each of them from 
high and from treetop-skimming level, circling each and passing in 
straight-line flight, giving the water every chance to reflect shapes and 
formations. He kept at it unceasingly until he returned to the Triton to 
refuel. Consuela brought him a sandwich and lingered to talk a while. 
She had a full figure, sensuous, with a typical islander’s rear, high and 
plump. He was still munching the sandwich when he took off again. 
This time he drew another triangle, partially overlapping the first. 
That way he would take no chances on missing any section. Too much 


depended on it. All the islands he buzzed were either uninhabited or 
holding only a few, lone lean-tos—nothing that would support the 
kind of operation he sought. 

He kept it up until dark began to fall, making two more trips; 
when he returned to the Triton as the stars emerged over the deep 
blue of the water, he was tired and edgy. He had found nothing, but 
he was satisfied about one thing, at least. There was nothing in the 
areas he had crossed, recrossed and crossed again. Three times, forms 
and shadows beneath the water’s surface had caused him to land the 
little plane, don his diving equipment and go over the side. And three 
times, the forms turned out to be coral reefs or giant, floating beds of 
kelp. Back aboard the Triton, after something to eat and drink, he felt 
better. He wished he could stop the subconscious ticking of the clock 
inside his head, a constant reminder that time was getting shorter 
with every passing second. The night air was hot and the breeze that 
blew was a hot wind. He decided not to change and, still in bathing 
trunks, he knocked at the closed door of the cabin with the name, Dr. 
Fraser, on it. 

“Come in,” the voice said crisply. Dr. Fraser had changed to 
another pair of shorts—dark blue ones—and a short, sleeveless light- 
blue blouse. Now her breasts were tight against the fabric and he had 
no need to wonder about them. They were softly rounded, full, a 
woman’s breasts. The biologist leaned back from the microscope on 
the small table before her. 

“Yes?” she asked, coldly. 

“['m going to need the ship as far to the east as you can get by 
morning. About fifty miles would do. I need the added range for the 
plane. I can’t cover enough territory tomorrow if I have to get back 
here to refuel.” 

“But we can’t just pick up anchor and sail off,” the girl protested, 
sitting up and swiveling her chair around, alarm in her eyes. “We’ve 
made certain soundings here, put down traps and lines. We’re in the 
middle of our experiments.” 

“Sorry, but I can’t help it,” he said, deciding to be equally cold 
with her. Besides, he didn’t really have a choice. But the girl’s steely 
determination asserted itself at once and he found himself smiling 
admiringly. 

“We have extra fuel tanks we can add to the plane,” she said. “That 
will more than make up for the range you say you need.” 

“All right,” he agreed. “I’m easy to get along with, honey.” 

He saw her eyes flash at once. “I thought we had put an end to 
that, Commander,” she said. “I don’t like being called honey.” 

“And I don’t like Dr. Fraser,” Nick said, affably. “You never did tell 
me your name so I’m still going with honey. Maybe you’d like Dr. 


Fraser Honey?” 

Her blue eyes were blazing, now. “My name is Danielle,” she said, 
controlled anger in her voice. 

“That’s a very nice name,” Nick remarked. He eased himself into a 
chair, his bronzed form filling the small cabin. “You ought to use it 
more often, Danielle.” 

The girl narrowed her eyes at him. “I think we’d best have an 
understanding, Commander,” she said, crossing her long, lovely legs. 
Nick kept his eyes focused on them, unabashedly admiring them, 
absorbed in examining them, knowing she was watching him. He let 
his eyes slowly travel up her thighs, linger on the small, exciting 
swelling just beneath her belly where her shorts pulled tight against 
her. 

“Commander,” she said, uncrossing her legs. He paid no attention. 

“Commander!” she called out, sharply, this time. He looked up, 
pleasantly. 

“Tll begin again,” she said. “I understand your kind of man, 
Commander. You’re a man of action, not intellect. You are a—well, a 
physical man, and you’re used to having women fall at your feet. 
You're emotionally unable to look at a woman without seeing her in 
bed with you—typical of the sexually insecure individual who is 
compensating.” 

“Do go on,” Nick smiled. “I’m fascinated.” 

“Tm not condemning you, Commander,” she continued. “I’m sure 
you feel you are being complimentary to me. However, I also 
understand that it is difficult for you to realize there are women who 
are not physical types such as yourself, who will not respond to your 
special brand of animal sensuousness. Now, I think the sooner you 
realize that the better we'll get along. Do I make myself clear?” 

“You know what I think, Danielle?” Nick asked, idly. “I think you 
know about fish, not people. What you know about people is right out 
of books and lectures, and that especially applies to what you know 
about yourself. You need some field work, Danielle. You basically are 
what I call an RCA girl—repressed, confused and afraid.” 

“T am none of those things,” she said, evenly. “Just because I don’t 
come apart at a glance from your piercing, blue-gray eyes, you have to 
find some excuse. That’s also quite typical. You just can’t understand 
the trained, scientific mind, completely in control of the emotions.” 

Nick laughed out loud. “And that’s you, is it?” he asked. “I could 
prove you wrong so very easily.” 

“You could do nothing of the sort,” Danielle flared. “The trained, 
controlled mind, scientifically applied, exercising the use of reason, 
can always overcome emotional influences.” 

“Care to put that to a test?” 


“Why not? ’m completely sure of myself.” 

“All right, then,” Nick grinned. “I’m completely sure of you, too. 
But we’ve got to have some ground rules. I promise no force, of 
course. You’ve got to promise not to run.” 

“I won’t run, Commander,” Danielle Fraser said, a confident little 
smile playing around her delicate lips. “I won’t have to run. It will be 
interesting—amusing, in fact—to watch your ego as it shatters.” 

Nick stood up, stood very close to her, her head almost touching 
the bare, bronzed skin of his smooth, muscled chest. She took her eyes 
from his torso and looked up at him. 

“Tt won’t shatter,” he said, smiling down at her. “Because I can’t 
lose.” 

“And why not?” 

“Because, whether you know it or not, you don’t really want to 
win.” 

He saw her mouth open to answer, then clamp shut as he turned 
and walked out of the cabin. He went to sleep thinking how different 
women appeared to be, on the surface, at least He thought of Betty 
Lou, so happy to allow the emotions to rule, and Danielle Fraser, so 
unwilling to. He was betting, of course, on the theory that they 
weren't really so different. She was a disdainful, arrogant creature. He 
smiled to himself. He would enjoy this—the taming of the beautiful 
marine biologist. He could dream, at least. He knew there was little 
time for taming, only for searching... searching... searching. 


CHAPTER IV 


The warm blue of the Caribbean swept under his wingtip as he 
skimmed low over the water. He was making the second pass over the 
corner of the morning’s course, scanning a small string of islands. He 
pulled the plane up sharply as he neared the island again so he could 
get a better look with altitude beneath him. A few fishing shacks, 
some native fishermen and their drying nets, that was all. He had sent 
a one word message to Hawk before taking off at dawn. The one word 
was “No.” It was as disappointing to send as to receive, and his jaws 
clenched in determination and frustration. But as he banked the little 
monoplane off over the water, he thought of the incident that 
occurred as he’d left his cabin, and he permitted a slow smile to cross 
his face. The all-purpose shower room had been constructed amidships 
on the laboratory vessel and he’d heard the water running as he 
opened the door of his cabin. He remembered being a little surprised, 
as he thought he’d be tire only one up at that hour. His diving 
equipment in the plane, he wore only his bathing trunks; as he saw 
the neatly folded towel outside the shower, he went over to it on 
shoeless feet to see the name, “Dr. Fraser” stitched in one corner. He 
picked up the towel and waited for a moment. The water was shut off 
and a long, lovely arm reached out from behind the shower curtain, 
groping fingers feeling their way along the floor. The arm reached out 
further and the hand groped some more. The arm reached out to its 
very limit and he saw a lovely, rounded shoulder. 

“Looking for this?” Nick asked, placing the towel on top of the 
arm. The arm stopped groping, drew back and took hold of the towel, 
but Nick didn’t let go. He ran his hand up along the arm, up to the 
smooth skin just below the armpit, then pressed his hand under the 
armpit. He felt the stillness of the body on the other side of the 
curtain, a complete stillness, the kind of stillness that only happens 
when someone is holding himself very quiet. He curled his fingers 
over the shoulder, then let go and shoved the towel through the 
curtain opening and walked quickly away. He heard the soft rustle of 
the curtain being parted wider as he went up the companionway to 
the deck. He had felt her eyes following his broad back, but he had 
not turned around. 

Now the little plane coughed for an instant, then coughed again. 
He shot a glance at the instrument panel, but nothing showed there. 
The islands had held nothing and as he flew the short leg of his 
triangle, he passed over another uncharted island, profusely covered 
with palm trees and brush, and small atoll running alongside it. He 


buzzed it once more, from higher up, and flew on. He was droning 
monotonously over the unvarying expanse of blue water when he saw 
the little ketch and headed down for a closer look. She was old, paint- 
chipped, riding easily on an anchor, sails furled. He flew low across 
the vessel once, twice, three times and saw no sign of anyone aboard. 
The lone ketch riding in the easy swells interested him. He was 
thinking of setting down for a closer look when the engine coughed 
again, this time the cough turning into a series of sputtering misses. 
The 180 h.p. Lycoming engine was sturdy, but he had been, he knew, 
pushing it steadily, beyond normal use. His instruments flashed a 
warning that something was overheating. Nick zoomed away from the 
ketch and headed back for the Triton. He reduced speed and babied 
the engine along through its sputters. The one thing he didn’t want 
was to have to set down out in the middle of nowhere and lose heaven 
knows how much precious time. 

Back at the base vessel, he felt certain they could find the trouble 
quickly enough. When, with a sigh of relief, he finally tied up at the 
stem of the laboratory ship, he beckoned to Howie Thompson who 
immediately began to check out the engine. The mechanic was fairly 
certain it was in the insulation somewhere, perhaps a piece of 
insulating cable worn off. He estimated it would take over an hour 
just to check out the engine, then another hour to fix it. Nick left the 
mechanic with the plane and walked over to where everyone else was 
clustered amidships at the port rail. 

Bill Headwin was perched on the rail, leaning over to operate a 
small derrick which swung out from the side of the ship. It was poised 
over what appeared to be a large, oval, steel ball that bobbed easily in 
the water alongside the Triton. The derrick was just lifting a tape 
recorder out of the opening in the center of the object, which was, at 
first glance, a diving bell. But as he peered at the diving bell, painted 
a bright yellow, he could see long, tubular, hinged appendages jutting 
out from the sides and bottom, giving it the appearance of a huge, fat 
spider. Danielle, wearing a two-piece bathing suit, was standing with 
one foot on the ship, the other atop the diving bell. 

“Where did this come from?” Nick asked. 

“Tt’s been here all along, resting on the bottom of the ocean,” Bill 
Headwin said. “We’ve had it down there for three days, gathering 
sound data on tapes. Dr. Fraser’s going to take her down, now, to 
gather surface sediments and other undersea samples. Our Sea Spider, 
as we call it, can do remarkable things when manually operated.” 

“Going to be down long?” Nick asked, looking up at Danielle. 

“An hour, maybe two,” she answered, returning his gaze with cool, 
noncommittal eyes. She hadn’t forgotten the incident at the shower, 
he was certain. 


“Td like to come along,” Nick said, smiling affably at her. “The 
Navy is always interested in this kind of thing.” 

Nick saw her hesitate, casting about for some way to refuse him. 
But he had her cornered. The Sea Spider was undoubtedly built to 
hold two people and to refuse him with everyone looking on would be 
embarrassing. 

“Tll go in first,” she said, unsmiling. “You will follow. Please be 
careful. It’s crowded inside.” 

Nick nodded pleasantly, watched her lower her long, lovely body 
through the hatchway and then followed. He had been right, the Sea 
Spider was built for two and now he saw another reason for her 
reluctance. Once inside, he saw the undersea craft was not round but 
oval; the occupants lay down on their backs, with head rests which 
allowed them to look out through a curved, slot-like window that 
went halfway around the front of the craft. Two sets of metal sliding 
rods with handles jutted into the craft, and Danielle had placed herself 
before them, grasping each handle firmly. He heard the hatch being 
tightened above them, felt cables begin to give, lowering the craft into 
the water. He watched the water gurgle and swirl around the slitted 
window and heard the hiss of oxygen entering the sphere, equalizing 
outside pressures. Though their shoulders were touching, Danielle was 
busy checking out the sliding rods, moving them back and forth. A 
soft bump told him they had reached the sea floor. Danielle pressed a 
button and the soft whirr of motors sent the manmade undersea spider 
moving across the ocean floor, its motion amazingly smooth as it 
crawled on its spindly legs. Nick saw a group of rainbow parrotfish 
bump into the glass of the window, pause and move on. A yellow and 
blue-striped porkfish swam by, followed by a huge snook, its silver 
body contrasting with its lemon-yellow fins and tail. The Sea Spider’s 
arms were busy scooping up bits of ocean floor and coral rock which 
Nick could see were then deposited into steel canisters built onto the 
sides of the craft. 

“Oh, damn!” Danielle suddenly exploded, struggling with one of 
the aluminum rods. “It’s jammed.” 

Nick glanced along the length of the rod and saw that one of the 
rods had slipped out of its track. 

“Maybe I can reach it from where I am,” he said, sliding his body 
down as far as the cramped quarters would allow. The damned thing 
was in an awkward position to reach, but he managed to squeeze 
down fairly close to it. Then he turned, leaning over onto Danielle’s 
legs, his face pressed into the hollow between her thighs, and reached 
out for the rod. Working by feel, he tried to place the rod back onto its 
track with his hands. It was tricky and difficult to get into position. 
His head pressed down harder onto Danielle’s thighs, and her skin was 


smooth and warm. He could feel the rise and fall of her belly as her 
breath increased. Leaning his head backwards, he could look up the 
length of her torso, over the rise where her legs joined, the small swell 
of her belly, the high, twin peaks of her breasts. He saw her lips 
tighten as she looked down at him, small spots of color on her cheeks 
again. He grinned at her and put his head down again, pressing harder 
into her thighs as he concentrated on his task. Suddenly he felt the rod 
move freely on its track again. He began to straighten up, bringing his 
body up over hers, letting the bare hardness of his muscled chest 
move over her skin, feeling the response of her skin quivering. As he 
reached her breasts, he lifted himself on his arms and hung over her, 
his face up to hers now. 

“Thank you,” she said, her voice coming out in a kind of half- 
strangled sound. He stayed there, his chest just touching the tips of 
her breasts under the swim suit. She kept her jaw set, her lips tight, 
her eyes desperately trying to keep a cool, noncommittal expression. 
Only the quickened tempo of her breathing gave her away, that and 
the desire hidden behind the electric blue of her eyes. She was waiting 
for him to kiss her, steeling herself, trying to exert that control of her 
trained, scientific mind. Instead, Nick suddenly swung over and sat 
back on his half of the double seat. He heard her breathe in a sudden 
rush of relief, saw her jaw relax, and he grinned to himself. 

They walked across the ocean floor a while longer, and then 
Danielle pressed a button at the side of the shell. He felt cables tighten 
and the Sea Spider being lifted toward the surface. 

Back on the deck of the Triton, he smile down at the girl. “That 
was great,” he said, using his most affable tone. “I learned a lot, didn’t 
you?” Dr. Fraser turned on her heel and strode off, her back held 
stiffly. Nick grinned. The scientific mind in control of the emotions at 
all times, he grunted to himself. When I’m through with you, sweetie, 
you may be a lot of things, but in control won’t be one of them. 

Howie was gesturing to him that the plane was ready for use. 
“Piece of insulation had come loose,” the mechanic explained. Nick 
thanked him and took the little plane into the air at once. He flew 
down the first leg of the triangle again, buzzed over the little ketch, 
took an accurate bearing on her and sought again for some sign of life 
aboard the ship. There was none and he banked and flew off on the 
other leg of his course. He wouldn’t have fuel enough to recheck the 
little vessel when he’d finished his self-assigned course, but he’d check 
her out tomorrow. Maybe it was abandoned, but some inner voice told 
him this wasn’t the case. 

It was dark when he tied up to the stem of the laboratory ship, his 
eyes tired and strained from peering at the glare of the water. He sat 
down and again sent the one-word message to Hawk. Then he 


stretched out on the cot and closed his eyes, wondering if finally he 
was to taste the bitter cup of failure. Indeed, he had the taste in his 
mouth already. He dozed off, his powerful body relaxing, muscles 
cramped from hours in the pilot’s chair stretching out once again. He 
was hungry when he finally awoke. He slipped on trousers and a shirt 
and went to the galley, made himself a sandwich and walked back 
along the quiet passageway. Light crept out from beneath the door to 
Danielle’s cabin. He knocked, but there was no answer. He knocked 
again, leaning against the door. It swung open to reveal an empty 
cabin. He went up on deck under the star-studded night sky, the ship 
rolling lazily, soothingly on the swells. The deck was deserted. He 
could hear Howie, Ray Anders and Consuela playing cards in the 
cabin below deck. Bill and Cynthia’s cabin aft was dark; naturally, he 
smiled. The Sea Spider floated lazily alongside the vessel, the hatch 
closed. But Danielle was nowhere aboard the Triton. Nick’s watch told 
him it was ten-thirty. How long had she been gone from the ship? She 
might have been gone when he returned but somehow, he didn’t think 
so. Most important, where had she gone out here in the middle of the 
Caribbean? He sat down in a dark space beside the ship’s lifeboat, 
atop a coiled length of line. He sat quietly, waiting, and then his ears, 
keen as those of a stag, heard the faint sound of a paddle cutting 
through water. Raising on one knee, he saw the small rubberized raft 
approach, saw Danielle Fraser’s blond hair pulled tight atop her head. 
She wore the two-piece bathing suit and paddled expertly. Nick stayed 
in the shadows as she clambered up the side of the Triton, using a 
rope ladder hanging there, and then pulled the raft up after her. She 
let the air out of it at once, picked up the collapsed pile of rubber and 
hurried down to her cabin. 

Nick rubbed his hand along his jaw, feeling the stubble of a new 
beard growing. His mind, alert and on edge now, turned over a 
number of thoughts. It didn’t seem possible, and yet long ago he had 
learned that the impossible was often very possible. Years of 
experience had taught him that the only thing certain was uncertainty. 
Could Hawk have been caught in a double-plant? Judas was 
unquestionably a satanic chess-player, a Machiavellian mind of 
fantastic proportions. He would have foreseen AXE being brought into 
the picture at once. He could have foreseen their narrowing down the 
search area. He could, he just could have had Dr. Fraser’s application 
in, hoping Hawk would do exactly what he had done, seized upon it 
as a cover. Nick sat quietly, thinking. It was too pat, too chancy a set 
of coincidences—and yet, he’d seen stranger things. It couldn’t be 
overlooked. Nothing could be. He would keep a watch on the 
beautiful marine biologist tomorrow night. 

The next day did little to help his mood of increasing tension and 


anger. He had set another triangular course, pursuing it with the same 
thoroughness and with the same results. But this time he returned to 
the lab ship before darkness, sent the same helpless one-word message 
to Hawk and turned off the lights in his cabin. But instead of sleep he 
lay awake in the dark, watching the night grow deeper through the 
porthole window. When darkness had completely seized the sea, he 
carefully slipped from the cabin and took up a position on the top step 
of the companionway to the engine room. 

He hadn’t long to wait. Leaving the light on in her cabin, she 
emerged in her two-piece suit, the raft already inflated in her arms, 
just barely managing to squeeze through the narrow passageway with 
it. As she disappeared up the steps, Nick went into his cabin where he 
had brought his equipment from the plane. He suited-up in moments, 
hurried on deck to see the little raft with the blond head in it moving 
out over the dark water. 

A full moon was beginning to move out from behind some clouds 
as he went over the side. In his scuba outfit, he swam easily behind 
the raft, submerged for the most part, a silent, unseen shadow. The 
full moon now cast a long, silvery pathway across the water, and 
Danielle was clearly visible in the raft. He didn’t like swimming at 
night in these shark-infested waters. There would be little chance of 
seeing them come, less chance of avoiding them. His powerful muscles 
were still fresh when he saw her destination, a small, shallow atoll, 
hardly more than a coral reef, jutting out of the sea. A few scrub 
palms rose hesitantly from the sandy top of the atoll. Danielle pulled 
the raft up on the atoll while Nick treaded water and watched. He was 
half-expecting her to uncover a small transmitting set someplace on 
the atoll. Instead, he saw her reach back, pull a clip from her hair and 
let it cascade down, a shimmering crown of gold reaching down below 
her shoulders. Then she reached a hand behind her, pulled off the bra 
of her swim suit and with one, quick motion, stepped out of the 
panties. Nick saw a goddess in the night, standing ankle-deep in the 
gentle waves, a daughter of Neptune, Botticelli’s Venus Rising from 
the Sea. 

He found his breath catching as he took in the absolute beauty of 
the girl standing naked under the moon. Her breasts round and fully 
shaped, her hips broad and inviting, a classic beauty of ravishing 
proportions. Nick felt his loins stirring as he watched her walk out 
into the water, tossing handfuls of the ocean over herself, luxuriating 
in the sensuousness of the water on her body. Her breasts floated like 
twin, pink-tipped peaches on the water, and then she plunged fully 
into the sea, swimming strongly, doing surface dives, turning on her 
back, a mermaid, a gorgeous porpoise, a creature thoroughly 
abandoned to her pleasures. Obviously she was an excellent swimmer 


and these stolen moments were her hour of pleasure—her secret 
indulgence—the tossing away completely of the proper marine 
biologist. But as he watched her, reveling in the absolute beauty of the 
girl, her naked body caught by the moonlight, not unlike the silver 
shimmer of a fish as it leaps from the water in exuberant joy, he found 
himself annoyed with her. Any moonlight swimming alone is risky. A 
sudden cramp, a muscle spasm, any unforeseen physical problem, and 
you were in bad trouble without someone around to help. And in 
these waters, with every type and kind of undersea killer about, it was 
courting danger. To top it all, she had chosen a coral atoll, favorite 
hunting spot for the most predatory of marine life who knew that the 
coral attracted the smaller fish for their diet of brine shrimp, isopods, 
ribbon worms and the like. 

As he watched her, thinking how beautiful she was, despite her 
foolishness, she dove down, finally bursting to the surface again. She 
did it twice more; the third time, she was long in surfacing, too long. 
Nick felt his brow furrowing, and he looked across the water, along 
the length of the atoll to see if she had surfaced farther away. But 
there was no sign of that shimmering, blond sea-sprite. 

Nick dove down instantly, his powerful legs kicking out, sending 
him through the water. The moonlight filtered down, giving some 
light in the inky blackness of the night sea. The reef was stag coral, he 
saw, as he made his way along its convoluted edges. Then he saw the 
struggling forms, the blond hair stretched out like some unique form 
of seaweed. Something long and thrashing was attached to her leg just 
above the ankle, one end half-hidden in the coral. In split seconds 
Nick saw that it was a giant moray eel, one of the most vicious 
creatures in the sea, lying in its lair in a coral reef, waiting to dart out 
and seize its prey. Strong jaws and sharp, needle teeth made short 
work of the average fish. 

Nick unsheathed the long-bladed knife at the waist of his suit and 
slashed out at the moray. The girl’s struggles were weak and he knew 
her breath must be about gone. As the knife cut into the moray’s thick, 
green skin, the giant eel whirled and Nick saw Danielle strike out for 
the surface. Nick hacked at the eel again, content to cut at it as best he 
could. He knew there would be no avoiding the moray’s lunge by 
maneuvering. Instead he grasped the under throat of the huge eel with 
both hands, only to have them slip from the smooth skin. He whirled 
and struck out for the surface. The moray, as his natural movements 
dictated, was unwilling to leave the protection of his coral cave to 
give chase. But the water was now red with blood and Nick knew all 
too well what this would bring in but a few, short moments. He 
surfaced to see Danielle still half in the water, pulling herself up onto 
the atoll. He came up beside her and helped her onto the sand. As she 


lay there, breathing heavily, he stripped off his suit and examined her 
ankle. He took the bra of her suit and made it into a bandage, 
wrapping it tight around the ankle to stay the flow of blood from the 
series of teeth marks. 

The girl looked up at him, color returning to her face. She tried to 
reach for the bottom half of her suit but Nick pulled it from her. 

“Forget it,” he said. “It’s much too late for that.” 

The girl rose up on one elbow, her breasts falling to one side—ripe, 
luscious fruits. 

“You were foolish,” Nick said. “You should know better. Moonlight 
swimming is something you don’t do alone.” 

“Thank you,” she said. “You saved my life. I’m indebted to you for 
that, though I don’t appreciate being spied on. You obviously followed 
me here.” 

“Obviously,” he said, pushing her back down onto the sand, her 
hair forming a golden pillow, the moonlight giving her naked body an 
almost ethereal quality. He leaned over her, holding her arms behind 
her head with his one hand. 

“You really are a powerful personality, Commander,” Danielle said. 
“An ordinary girl would have no chance with you, I’m convinced.” 

“But you’re not an ordinary girl,” Nick said, and he meant it. He let 
his eyes rove up and down her nude body, letting the unabashed 
desire in them communicate itself to her. He saw the cool, electric 
blue of her eyes begin to darken. He bent his head down and gently 
brushed her breasts with his lips, back and forth, back and forth, ever 
so gently, feeling their pink tips eagerly rise under the soft touch of 
his lips. As he moved slowly from breast to breast, he saw the rapid 
rise and fall of her abdomen. He let his lips move up along her throat, 
saw her hands digging into the sand, felt the muscles of her arms 
tighten. With his lips just gently resting on hers, he moved away ever 
so slightly. 

“How’s the trained, scientific mind, Doc?” he breathed. “In control 
of the emotions?” 

“Yes—yes,” she said, squeezing the words out through shallow 
breaths. 

“Good,” Nick said, rolling to one side and sitting up. “Let’s have 
another look at that ankle.” He tightened the makeshift bandage and 
sat back, looking at the angry line of her jaw. 

“You're still so very sure of yourself, aren’t you, Commander?” she 
said. “You’re amusing yourself.” 

“Immensely,” Nick admitted. “But I do admire the control you 
have. It’s fantastic, absolutely amazing.” 

She had placed the bottom of her suit over her pelvis. “You’re 
being sarcastic,” she said. 


“Heavens, not little ol’ me,” Nick said, wide-eyed. 

“I think we’d better start back,” she said. 

“Right,” Nick agreed. “I’m taking the raft with you this time. I’m 
not interested in playing tag with sharks. Besides, we can take turns 
paddling.” 

“T can’t go back just wearing the bottom of my suit,” Danielle 
protested. 

“Ym afraid you'll have to. If everyone’s asleep you can sneak 
aboard without being seen. If we see anyone, I’ll lend you the top of 
my diving suit.” 

“Why not give it to me now?” 

“Tm enjoying the view,” Nick grinned. Danielle walked to the raft, 
slipped on the bottom of her suit and glowered at him the entire trip 
back. She crossed her arms over her breasts. It didn’t work and she 
knew it, but she continued anyway. The Triton was quiet and they got 
back on board without seeing anyone. At the door to her cabin she 
paused and turned to him, her eyes wide and sincere. 

“Thank you, again,” she said, quietly. “I—I really am grateful to 
you.” 

“Not nearly as much as you’re going to be,” Nick grinned. Her eyes 
blazed and he blocked the slap, catching her hand as she swung. 

“Tsk-tsk-tsk, Doctor,” he said. “Physical violence? That’s an 
emotional act, I’d say.” 

“No, that was an intellectual decision,” she snapped and slammed 
the door. Nick laughed aloud as he went to his cabin. His suspicions 
had been blown apart and he was glad. In the morning he’d stop to 
check out that little ketch. He felt drawn to it, somehow. Maybe 
because it was the only out-of-the-usual thing he’d come across in 
three days. There was no getting around it. He was drawing a blank 
on this mission. 


CHAPTER V 


It was another cloudless, brilliant morning in the Caribbean, and 
the little plane flew at top speed, straight as an arrow. Nick had taken 
an accurate bearing on the little ketch and he had no trouble finding 
her. She was still there, still in exactly the same spot, except for 
having swung around with the morning tides. Once again there was 
no sign of anyone aboard her. Nick set the aircraft down near the 
ketch, taxied to the boat’s anchor and tied a line to it. He clambered 
from the cabin of the plane, lowered himself into the water and swam 
the short distance to the ketch. The water felt cool and refreshing after 
the hot glare of the Caribbean sun and he swam around the ketch, 
calling out as he did so. But there was no answer and he finally 
reached up to the gunwale and began to pull himself out of the water. 
He was just straddling the side, half on the deck, when he heard the 
voice. It came from the dark of the companionway leading below 
decks. 

“Don’t move, mister,” it said. “Stay right there.” Nick saw the 
revolver, first, a .38 police model, jutting out over the top step of the 
companionway. Then the girl appeared, moving slowly out onto the 
deck, holding on to the roof of the cabin with her other hand. She 
appeared to move with some difficulty, drawing her left leg after her 
stiffly. Nick straightened up. 

“Easy,” she cautioned. “I’d hate to shoot something as beautiful as 
you.” 

She wore yellow shorts and the yellow halter of a bathing suit. 
Nick guessed her to be about twenty-eight. She was fairly tall, brown- 
haired and brown-eyed, with a short, somewhat flat nose set in a high- 
cheekboned face—altogether a very attractive, mature girl. Her 
breasts behind the brief halter stood out attentively, her nipples 
prominent points pressing against the fabric. 

“What do you want?” she asked. 

“T just came down to see if anyone needed help aboard,” Nick 
smiled. “You can put that thing down, really you can. Is it loaded?” 

“Tt’s loaded,” she said, grimly. “Who are you?” 

Nick gestured to the plane and the big, black letters along the 
sides. He saw the girl’s eyes take them in with a quick glance. 

“What’s the matter with your leg?” he asked, noticing she kept 
from putting any pressure on it. 

“My foot,” she said. “It’s all right, now. I stepped on a sea urchin 
over a week ago, but it’s coming around slowly.” 

Nick sympathized with her. The tropical water sea urchin exuded 


poison from its long spines, enough to kill a small child. Stepping on 
one was not only terribly painful and incapacitating, but dangerous. 

“You treated it yourself here?” Nick asked. 

The girl nodded. “I’ve a first-aid kit,” she said. “I was really sick for 
a week, but now it just hurts to step on it properly.” 

“How about putting that thing down before it goes off?” Nick 
asked, noting that the revolver had not wavered, had held him under 
steady sights. “What are you doing all alone out here in this little 
ketch, anyway? Who are you?” 

The girl surveyed him carefully. “You first,” she said. “Who are 
you?” 

“Carter,” Nick answered. “Commander Carter, Naval Research. I’m 
working with the oceanography expedition on some special projects. 
We’ve a laboratory vessel we use as our base.” 

“Are you really Naval research?” the girl asked, her eyes widening. 
“Yes,” Nick lied. She glanced at the plane again, taking in the 
identifying letters, then back at Nick. Finally, she lowered the revolver 
and thrust it into the top of her shorts. She passed a hand over her 
forehead and slumped against the roof of the cabin, suddenly a very 
tried, very worried-looking girl. 

“Oh, God, if I only knew what to do,” she murmured. “Maybe you 
can be of help.” 

She lifted herself up onto the cabin roof and looked at Nick, giving 
him a long, speculative look, obviously trying to decide what to say, 
how to say it, and how much to say. Nick moved over and sat beside 
her atop the cabin of the ketch, looking down at her, making her 
suddenly feel very small. 

“Tll try,” he said. “What’s the trouble?” 

“Tm Joyce Tanner,” the girl said. “I’m from Miami.” 

“You sailed all the way down here alone in this thing?” Nick 
interjected in surprise. “I don’t mean to deprecate your little boat, but 
it’s not very big and from what I can see, not in tiptop shape.” His all- 
embracing glance had already taken quick note of the chipped paint of 
the hull, the scarred deck planking, the cracked transom and the worn 
wood of the boom. 

“It’s not mine,” Joyce Tanner said. “I rented it. It was the best I 
could afford. I got here by sailing pretty much along the coastline— 
island-hopping you might say—and paying strict attention to weather 
advices. One thing this old tub does have is a fantastic radio room. 
The guy who owned it was a radio enthusiast, I was told. He built a 
special room with sending and receiving equipment worth putting on 
a yacht. When I rented it the people at the agency showed me how to 
operate the stuff.” 

“You still haven’t told me why you’re down here all alone,” Nick 


commented. 

“T came down looking for my sister,” Joyce said. She took a deep 
breath and again the nipples of her breasts stood out pointedly under 
the halter. “I think I may have found her, but now I don’t know what 
to do.” 

Nick’s eyes showed his confusion and she smiled, a frank, 
appealing smile that turned into an equally frank, appreciative 
appraisal of his bronzed chest. 

“Tll start at the beginning,” she said. “In Miami I’m manager of a 
department store. I’m divorced, live alone in a good-sized apartment, 
and my kid sister came tp visit me from Michigan. Junie is just 
nineteen, just out of secretarial school, filled with eagerness and 
adventure. She saw an ad in a Miami paper for a job as a secretary- 
companion to a wealthy man, a recluse on an island somewhere in the 
Caribbean. She went to the employment agency and they told her 
about the job, said she might fill the bill. They checked Junie out 
thoroughly, backwards and forwards. She told them I was her 
landlady because if she’d had any close relatives she wouldn’t have 
gotten the job. I know because they came around to my place 
checking.” 

Nick felt an iciness starting to creep over him as he listened to 
Joyce Tanner. 

“What was the name of this employment agnecy?” he asked, 
slowly. 

“Hammer Agency,” Joyce replied. Nick turned it over in his mind. 
Betty Lou’s agency had been called the Walton Employment Agency. 
“Go on,” he told Joyce, crisply. 

“Junie promised to write me,” Joyce continued. “It’s been over six 
months now, and I haven’t heard a thing. That’s not like Junie. I’m her 
only living relative, and she always wrote, regularly and often. I went 
to the Hammer Employment people and found they’d closed, gone out 
of business nearly six months ago. I got worried, and nobody seemed 
to know what to do. I even went to the police and they told me unless 
I had some kind of formal complaint to file they couldn’t act. Hell, I 
didn’t want to file a complaint. First of all, for what and against who? 
I decided to rent this ketch and go looking for her. I’d learned to be a 
pretty good sailor years ago on Lake Michigan. I sailed all over the 
Caribbean. Nobody seems to have heard of a wealthy old man living 
on his own island.” 

“And of course you found nothing further.” 

“No,” Joyce said. “But I think maybe I’ve found the place. Then I 
stepped on that damn sea urchin, got sick and anchored out here.” 

Nick felt his pulse leap. “You say you think you’ve found the 
place?” 


“T think so, but of course I don’t know. It’s a weird place. Just 
looking at it gave me a funny, creepy feeling. Maybe it’s not the place 
I’m looking for, but it’s certainly a strange one. It’s uncharted, a little 
island with a tiny atoll right next to it, midway between Cayo Noreste 
and Isla la Blanquilla.” 

Nick frowned. “I flew over that island,” he said. “I remember the 
little atoll right alongside it. There’s nothing there but trees and 
scrub.” 

“That’s all you’d see from the air,” Joyce answered. “Or practically 
from anywhere else. But there’s a house on it, built into the rock itself, 
covered over with the. ground and the trees and bushes of the island. 
You can only see it if you sail on a direct line with it past the mouth of 
a little inlet. I just happened to be sailing past and was using my 
glasses or I’'d have missed it, too. ’m telling you, I’ve never seen 
anything like it. It’s real weird, but I suppose a rich old recluse would 
build something weird like that. But now I don’t know what to do. If 
everything’s really all right and Junie just hasn’t written, or there’s 
been no mail service, I’d feel terrible just barging in. And if 
something’s not all right, my barging in might only get me in trouble.” 

Nick had been listening to the girl, but his mind had been racing 
on its own, separate track, putting facts together, evaluating, drawing 
from his experience and from his psychic ability to sense danger. He 
had decided not to mention Betty Lou. Rawlings to Joyce. It would do 
nothing at this point but upset her. But something more had stirred 
within his analytical, ferreting mind. An uncharted island with a 
hidden house on it. Maybe it was an old recluse, a real weirdo. Maybe 
it was more, a highly sophisticated ring preying on girls. And maybe it 
was still more—maybe. He knew he had to check it out at once. He 
was suddenly very eager, restless, that feeling he knew so well of 
suddenly coming upon something—a trail, a faint scent. Hawk had 
once called him a human bird dog. And though he’d smiled at the 
time, Nick knew the truth in the analogy. When he got the scent of 
something, his whole being underwent a change, as though some 
chemical metamorphosis took place. Every fiber of his being became 
charged, every one of his senses heightened. It was this plus-factor, 
this extra something which had, many times past, not only led him to 
things but enabled him to pull out of trouble. It was that indefinable 
element which made the difference between a damned fine agent and 
Nick Carter, N3, Killmaster. 

Nick looked down at Joyce and smiled at the serious, apprehensive 
glance she was giving him. 

“What do you think?” she asked, a note of tearful anxiety creeping 
into her voice. “Can you help me?” 

“Tm sure going to try,” Nick said. He took her by the shoulders 


and looked deeply into her eyes. Joyce was a fairly tall girl, and her 
shoulders were softly rounded. Standing straight, she returned his 
gaze steadily. 

“Maybe you’ve done me a favor, Joyce,” he said. “I can’t say more 
than that, but if this is what it could be, a lot of people will be grateful 
to you. First, though, I’ve got to check it out for myself.” 

“What can I do?” she asked, eagerly, her hand creeping up to grip 
his broad forearm. 

“Stay right here on your little boat and wait till I get back.” 

Nick started to go, but he found Joyce’s hands clinging to him, her 
eyes wide and serious, the points of her breasts tantalizingly erect 
through the halter. He envisioned her long, protruding nipples and 
wondered if she were as aware of them as he was. 

“You will come back, won’t you?” she asked, fearfully. 

“T promise,” he smiled, rubbing his hand over her back. “I’ll be 
back.” 

Nick moved quickly, with catlike grace, vaulting the gunwale and 
hitting the water in a feet-first dive. In moments the little plane was 
winging upward in a sharp climb. His first thought had been to head 
back to the Triton to send a message to Hawk, but that would take 
hours of flying time. He had to cut every corner possible. Time was 
running out too quickly. He set the plane on a course for the little 
island at the southern tip of the Los Roques Trench. He thought of 
Betty Lou Rawlings and he hoped that somewhere, for her sake and 
for Joyce’s sister, there was a wealthy old recluse hiring girls. He 
hoped, but an iciness in the pit of his stomach told him it was an 
unrealistic hope. Something very strange surrounded this whole 
recluse-employment agency business and he recalled, now, how he 
had made a mental note of the name of Walton when Betty Lou had 
told him about it. Even then something had been wrong, some 
instinctive warning signal had flashed on inside his brain. There were 
a number of bits and pieces that weren’t together yet, but at least they 
were moving around. Would they come together? Would they fit? He 
didn’t know, but this was the one and only damned lead he had so far. 
He’d follow it as far and as fast as he could. 

The little island was a dot on the horizon, as Nick started to lose 
altitude. This had to be done carefully, he knew. He couldn’t get too 
close, but that was unimportant. He had strong glasses in the cabin. 
And he knew whoever was on that island would be watching him 
through their glasses. He banked, the island and its small atoll nestling 
up against it clearly in view. Once again he scanned it and saw 
nothing whatever but palm, scrub and sandy, white beach. The island 
was hilly, a rise in the center sloping down to the shoreline. He saw 
the tiny inlet jutting out from the northern tip of the island and he 


flew the plane in a steep bank now, fully within sight and sound of 
anyone on the island. He cut the engine, revved it and cut it again. 
The engine coughed, went dead, spit into life again. He let her 
dwindle down to cough again and go dead, then come back to life and 
cut out once again. It was risky business. She might really stall on him 
and nose over. He circled and at the top of the circle, let her die off in 
a sputtering cough. He put the plane into a steep glide and came down 
almost directly in front of the small fingerlike inlet Joyce had 
described. The current would carry him across in front of it. 

Nick opened the cabin door, clambered out onto the pontoon, 
edging forward to the engine. By leaning over he could flip open the 
cowling and pretend to examine the engine. He made his way back to 
the cabin, leaving the cowling open, conscious of eyes watching him. 
Inside the cabin, hidden beneath the window line, he focused the field 
glasses on the island. The plane was drifting across the front of the 
inlet now and he had only a brief moment or they’d become 
suspicious. He swept the inlet with the glasses and saw it, built into 
the island itself, just as Joyce had described. It was a long, white, 
concrete building, looking not so much like a house but a pillbox. 
Over it, he saw steel plates reinforced by steel arches supporting the 
ceiling of soil, trees and brush. No wonder it was completely invisible 
from the air or from any place except directly in line with the inlet. 
He swept the ground above the house and alongside it. He saw a 
cluster of three or four men, long, pole-like objects in their hands. 
Nick grunted. The place had armed guards. Was it Judas? Or was it 
some eccentric recluse? He put down the glasses and clambered out of 
the plane again, this time carrying a wrench in his hands. He returned 
to the engine, poked into it with the wrench, twisted and turned non- 
existent valves and then closed the cowling and made his way back 
into the plane. He let the engine cough again a few times, then sent 
her roaring into full-throat power and took off in a steep climb. He 
turned away from the island and flew off. He knew not too much more 
than he had known, but it was something, at least. There was a hidden 
house, armed guards who had watched his every move and two girls 
who had seemingly vanished. Other small but possibly vital bits of 
information kept popping up in his mind. But he had to get something 
else, some more information from Hawk that would decide whether 
further investigation of the island and its strange house was a must— 
or a probable waste of precious time. Time, that was the key word, 
time that never stopped, never halted its inexorable march. 

As he came into view of the ketch he thought of what Joyce had 
said about the ship’s radio room. If it was as good as she thought he 
should be able to reach Hawk and save precious hours that would be 
consumed getting back to the Triton. 


Joyce was on deck, helping him aboard, her eyes anxious. 

“T was right, wasn’t I?” she said. Nick grinned. 

“You were right,” he said. “About the house, anyway. Lead me to 
that radio room you were bragging about.” 

She hadn’t been overselling, Nick saw at once. The transmitters, 
two of them, were powerful enough to reach Hawk. He had no 
scrambling devices, of course, but he could use the simplified code. It 
would do for one brief exchange. Nick flicked on the transmitter, cut 
into the special band that had been set up. He prefaced his message 
with the one word, “Maybe.” Then he asked Hawk to check out the 
Walton and the Hammer Employment Agencies, gave his signal and 
told Hawk to check in with him there. Now there was nothing to do 
but wait. He flicked the receiver to ON, put the volume on full and 
went back up on deck. He knew Hawk needed no urging to move fast. 
He could see the Chief already setting every staff researcher, agent, 
connection, and channel into action. 

Joyce was lying on the deck, her short-shorts tight around her 
thighs. She had removed the straps of the little halter and it was now 
a bikini, a mere nod toward convention. He knew she had heard him 
radioing Hawk. That was impossible to avoid aboard the little ketch. 
He sat down beside her. 

“Why are you doing all this for me, Commander?” she asked, 
seriously. He was tempted to level with her but a lot of defined and 
undefined reasons decided him against it, mostly his normal prudence 
and caution. 

“A friend of mine had an experience very similar to your sister’s,” 
he told her. It wasn’t really a lie. “I’m personally very interested in 
finding out if something vicious is going on here. I got the time off to 
pursue this. ’m to wait here until they get back to me.” 

“T appreciate what you’re doing,” Joyce said. Nick gave her a 
thank you smile and lay back to stretch out on the deck. Through half- 
closed eyes he saw her studying him, letting her eyes roam over his 
body. That damned bikini top was doing little to cover her breasts and 
nothing to deter her pronounced nipples. 

“Well, whatever the reason,” she said, “you’re doing a lot more for 
me than anyone else has.” 

“Do I detect a note of bitterness?” he said with closed eyes. 

“Why not? It’s true.” 

“What about your ex?” 

“Him?” she snorted. “He’d run the other way. He always said I 
wanted more than he could give. I guess that was true in one way, at 
least. Maybe in a lot of ways.” 

“Why’d you marry him?” 

“The old story. I was young and foolish. I didn’t know enough 


about men at that time to judge them, not enough to see through the 
phony sweet-talk and the pretenses.” 

“But you do now,” Nick commented. He could feel the tension of 
the girl as she talked about men, feel her eyes as they continued to 
devour him. 

“Yes,” she said, flatly. “I’ve learned the hard way. You don’t go by 
what they say, not even by what they do, sometimes. You go by what 
you feel, the hidden signals they give off. It either gets to you or it 
doesn’t. Like about you.” 

“What about me?” 

“There’s something about you no woman could ever misjudge,” she 
answered. “Something that comes across. You don’t have to talk big. 
You don’t have to do anything. It’s just there. You don’t have to 
wonder about it.” 

“But you’re wondering,” Nick said. 

“Only what it would be like,” Joyce answered, her voice suddenly 
low, husky. He felt her hand creep onto his chest. The sun beat down, 
heating his body. The ketch rolled rhythmically in the sea, reminding 
his body of another steady rhythm. He opened his eyes to see Joyce 
staring down at him, her lips parted, her breasts almost spilling out of 
that ridiculous bikini top. 

“Would you like to stop wondering?” he asked, quietly, more a 
statement than a question. He knew what was stirring inside him and 
he had nothing to do but wait for Hawk’s message. This was a woman 
who knew what she wanted when she saw it, he realized—a woman 
who recognized her own longings—a woman, he suspected, who had 
been too long without fulfillment. As for himself, his taming of 
Danielle, his bringing her to successive peaks of desire, had been a 
double-edged sword, leaving him aroused and frustrated, also. But of 
course he had known that would happen and was prepared to handle 
it. Still, the body had its own hungers and now, this questing woman 
beside him, the hot sun and the cooling sea winds—he reached up to 
her, placing his hand against her back. She came forward, pressing her 
lips onto his, her tongue at once a whirling, darting messenger of 
desire. The bikini came off and Nick saw her breasts were long, pear- 
shaped, the brownish nipples standing out firmly, large and 
pronounced. She hadn’t the goddess body of Danielle, but then few 
had, he knew. Her legs were lovely and her stomach flat beneath a 
small waist. She put her breasts onto his chest and their soft touch set 
his loins stirring again. He rolled over with her on the deck and took 
one of the long nipples gently in his mouth, circling his tongue about 
it. She cried out in pleasure, clutching her arms around him, and he 
could feel her body trembling with anticipation. Slowly, he stroked 
her body with his large but sensitive hands while he held her breast 


with his lips. Slowly, he brought the girl to a feverish pitch of desire 
and then lowered himself onto her, matching his own movements with 
the soft rock of the boat. She reached a climax unexpectedly, 
suddenly, with astonishing rapidity, but she continued to cling to him. 

“Again,” he heard her whisper. “Again—now.” Nick stayed with 
her, easily bringing her up to an ecstatic cry again, but this time he 
held her at the point of climax, held her there as she cried out in pure 
rapture. Her eyes, open, were misty. When he let her gently down 
onto the deck they came back into focus and she put her head back, 
surveying him with a small furrow between her eyes. 

“T’ve never been there before,” she said, quietly. “Not like that.” 

Nick smiled and brought her back into the circle of his arms. They 
had fallen asleep like that, under the warm blanket of the Caribbean 
sun, when he heard the crackle of the radio. He sat up, tumbling the 
girl out of his arms, and raced down to the radio room. Hawk’s 
message was coming to him in the simplified code, also. Nick took it 
down, cut off the set and decoded it at once: 


“Walton Employment Agency set up in N.Y., licensed, closed down 
after one month operation. Same for Hammer in Miami. No major 
employee outlets received any girls from either. Making depth check 
on all shortlived agencies in major eastern seaboard cities.” 


Nick grunted, but it was the end of Hawk’s message which set his 
jaws clenching— 


“Payment instructions have been received. Time is nearing an end. 
If you have anything, go for it.” 


Nick tore up the scrawl he had written and flushed it down the 
head. If he had anything, Hawk had radioed ... he had that island and 
its atoll and a lot of pieces that were very close to fitting. He thought 
of the French Intelligence officer’s words about the scientist named 
Harold Fratke, his obsession with women. Then the man’s name had 
come up on the slain Arab slave-trader who dealt in girls only. And 
now a strange recluse advertised for secretaries, only they had to have 
no family attachments, no close friends. But Joyce’s travels had clearly 
shown no one had ever heard of such an old and wealthy recluse. Nick 
grimaced. It could all be a chain of coincidental appearances, but it 
was the kind of coincidence that smelled of Judas. He knew the man. 
The evilness of the man attracted brilliant evil, as water finds its own 
level. And the little monster would be the first to see the possibilities 
and seize upon them. If he met with a perverted genius whose warped 
and twisted appetites needed to be fed, he’d find a way to feed them. 


Obviously he had set up a very clever and painstakingly careful way. 
Nick straightened his shoulders and bounded up on the deck. He 
turned away from thinking what might have already happened to 
Joyce’s sister and little Betty Lou Rawlings. 

“What did you find out?” Joyce asked, eagerly. 

“T’m going to make a thorough check into your island,” he told her. 
“Tt’ll be dangerous but it’s something I want to do and have to do.” 

“Can I help you?” she asked. 

“Yes, by staying right here on your little boat. You do that and I 
promise you [ll find out everything I can and report back to you 
tomorrow sometime. 

He kissed her quickly, before she had time to protest, and went 
over the rail. He had to get back to the Triton, collect the special gear 
Stewart had given him, refuel, and set out for the island. He estimated 
the time needed and saw that he would be approaching the island 
after dark. That was helpful, at least. He saw Joyce standing on the 
deck, waving at him, watched her grow smaller as he gained altitude. 
There was a lot of girl there, waiting for the right man. Their 
lovemaking on the deck had been an entirely spontaneous thing, a 
mixture of elements, a potpourri of bodily urges. But it had been nice, 
with its own kind of mutual reward. Nick felt refreshed, stimulated. 
He had been wanting to get at Judas again, to finish the spawn of 
Satan once and for all, but now he had a more personal reason. 


CHAPTER VI 


Aboard the Triton, Nick hurried down to his cabin. He had stowed 
away the special scuba suit Stewart had fashioned for him, using an 
ordinary one for his preliminary searches. Now he took out the special 
suit and checked the hidden pockets. He ran through each piece again, 
hearing Stewart’s voice explaining each. The little gelatin capsules 
were explosive charges. The tiny lighter, itself hardly larger than half 
a cigarette, was to be used to ignite them. In the concealed flap of the 
suit the coil or rubberized wire, the inside coated with nitroglycerine 
compounds, lay wrapped around its own detonating agent. Designed 
for underwater explosion, Stewart had shown him how removal of the 
detonating cap released a chemical to flow through the tin coil. “You 
have about fifty-five seconds, depending on the water temperature,” 
Stewart had said, “before the chemical reaches the coated wire and 
triggers a chemical reaction. It will blow open the hull of a 
battleship.” 

Another flap on the other side of the suit held a flat, square case, 
not thicker than a book of matches. It was a tiny transmitter, pre- 
tuned to just one beam—AXE headquarters. “To get the range,” 
Stewart had explained, “we had to sacrifice sustained sending power. 
This is a little piece of specialization. It’s designed for you to send one 
message and then its life is over, provided you need to send one 
message, of course.” 

There was a few other little items and Nick had put the ordinary- 
looking suit neatly folded on the tabletop when Bill Headwin 
appeared to tell him Danielle had returned from her dive in the Sea 
Spider. Nick hurried to her cabin and as she opened at his knock he 
drew his breath in sharply, finding himself once again struck by the 
consummate beauty of the girl. She had her hair up and wore a 
cherry-red bikini. 

“Very nice,” Nick commented, taking in the top of the suit as it 
tried valiantly to cover the overflowing swell of her breasts. 

“Tt allows a certain freedom of movement,” she said, icily. “I’m 
surprised to see you back so early today.” 

“T’m leaving again and I won’t return tonight,” he said. She turned 
and he watched the smooth skin of her rear where it escaped the 
edges of the bikini. She tried to sound casual. 

“When will you be back?” 

“If everything goes well, in the morning, I’d say,” Nick answered. 
She turned her eyes on him, wide and brilliantly blue. 

“What does that mean, if everything goes well?” 


Nick smiled. He wished he could tell her what it meant. “Just leave 
it at that,” he said, instead. He moved into the cabin and closed the 
door behind him. She was against the wall and he went over to her, 
pressing her back with his chest. 

“T wish I had time to finish proving my point,” he said. “I could 
have proven it two or three times already. But you know that, don’t 
you?” 

“No—I—I don’t know anything of the sort,” she stammered. Her 
breasts were now straining at the bikini, white softness rising over the 
top of the suit. He remembered how radiantly gorgeous they were in 
the blue-white of the moonlight. 

“You don’t know anything of the sort?” Nick smiled. “I think you 
do.” He let his abdomen press into hers, moving his leg between her 
soft thighs, pressing firmly up with his knee. With one hand he pulled 
her head upwards and back, watching the struggling desperation in 
her eyes as he rubbed his leg up against her. 

“Applying that old trained, scientific mind, again?” he breathed. 

“Damn you,” she said softly. “Damn you.” Her lips were parted, 
showing the tip of her tongue tentatively reaching out. He felt her 
arms tighten, tremble, than clutch at him. Her lips had just touched 
his when the shot exploded directly over the ship, shattering the 
moment and the still afternoon air. Danielle jumped back while Nick 
ran to the porthole to peer out. 

“Some kind of cutter,” Nick said, seeing the ship approaching at 
high speed. “They’re flying the Venezuelan ensign. The shot means 
they are coming up to board you.” 

Nick turned from the porthole and looked at Danielle. She was 
composed again, lips primly set, chin tilted arrogantly upwards. 

“They'll want to check your papers, identification and nationality,” 
Nick said. “Better get out everything you have as you’re what amounts 
to the skipper of this floating laboratory.” 

As Danielle went to a desk, Nick ducked out of the cabin and went 
to his own. He watched the cutter from his porthole as she came to a 
halt along the port side of the Triton. He saw six men, one wearing the 
uniform of an officer, the others, sailors. Even before he saw the huge 
one staying back in the shadow of the deckhouse, he knew where they 
were from. There was no reason for the Venezuelan Coast Guard to 
check out the Triton. They were over a hundred miles from 
Venezuelan territorial waters. This ship was from the island. They had 
decided to waste no time in checking out the airplane that had engine 
trouble on their doorstep. Nick peered at the huge one, half hidden in 
the deckhouse. Nick remembered that huge form all too well and 
thinking about it made his neck hurt in retrospect. A small dinghy 
with the “officer” and two of his men had left the cutter and 


approached the Triton. The one in the officer’s uniform was tall, thin, 
somewhat “bookish” in appearance. Nick left his observation post at 
the porthole, hurried down the corridor inside the vessel to the stem 
where a ladder led up to the aft deck hatch. Carefully, he lifted the 
hatchcover, climbed out, taking care to stay low beneath the rail, and 
replaced the cover. He lowered himself over the starboard side of the 
laboratory ship, letting his body sink slowly, noiselessly into the 
water. Once in the water, Nick stayed close against the hull of the 
Triton, hearing the “officer” now aboard the ship and Danielle and Bill 
Headwin escorting him. As their voices neared, Nick sank down 
beneath the surface, keeping to the curved side of the ship’s hull 
underwater. When he surfaced again, the sound of their voices was 
dying away. 

“T should like a look below decks,” he heard the “officer” say in 
distinct, precise diction. Nick’s jaw was tight and a cold apprehension 
chilled his body. This was exactly what he had originally feared. If the 
cover held, all should go off without trouble. But if it didn’t, if they 
thought they smelled a rat, all hell could break loose. The cutter’s gun, 
he estimated, was a four incher, not big by warship standards but 
more than enough to cut down the Triton. All the equipment aboard 
the Triton was legitimate and they should recognize it as such. Yet one 
never knew. He suddenly felt very guilty. Danielle and the others 
didn’t know it, of course, but their lives were hanging on a very thin 
thread. The sound of voices was heard again and he submerged 
quickly. They had come out on deck again. He waited, treading water, 
and then cautiously surfaced to hear the sound of the dinghy being 
rowed off. The cutter’s engines throbbed into life and he swam to 
where a rope ladder hung down amidships, pulled himself up on it 
and disappeared down below decks as everyone else was gathered on 
the port side watching the cutter go off. Hawk had been right, Nick 
mused. The cover had held just because it was legitimate. He dried 
himself off, put on dry swim trunks and sat down before the 
transmitter to scramble a last message to Hawk. 


“Think Iam on beam,” he radioed. “Am proceeding at once. Stall if 
possible. Every minute will help.” 


As he flicked off the set he felt the presence of another person in 
the room. He whirled in the chair, on his feet like a panther, every 
muscle tensed to strike. Danielle was at the door, regarding him with 
a penetrating stare. 

“Just who are you?” she said, quietly. 

“You shouldn’t sneak into rooms,” Nick said. “You'll get hurt doing 
that someday.” 


“You’re not ordinary Naval Research,” Danielle said, thinking 
aloud as she addressed him. “I’ve suspected that for some while. Now 
I’m sure of it. Who are you?” 

“T don’t know what you're talking about,” Nick smiled. But the girl 
was not going to be put off. 

“Why did you hide just now when that Venezuelan cutter 
appeared?” she asked, doggedly. “I don’t know where you went but 
you went someplace. You weren’t anywhere I could see. For all I know 
you’re not even a Commander. You may be some kind of imposter.” 

Nick saw that her eyes held not anger so much as concern and a 
hint of disillusion, a sense of betrayal. Dammit, he decided, he was 
going to level with her. She deserved it, in her own way, if for nothing 
else than having been used as a patsy. He shuddered inwardly again as 
he thought of what might have happened with the cutter had the 
cover not held up. 

“['m not an imposter,” he said. “Not really. But that ship was no 
Venezuelan Navy cutter.” He saw the bewilderment in her eyes. “My 
name is Carter, but it’s not Commander, it’s Nick-Nick Carter, agent 
N3, AXE. What I’m going to tell you is true, every damned word of it. 
It’ll sound like a fairy tale, or something only a lunatic could dream 
up but it’s true. I’m going to tell you because at this hour it won’t 
make any difference if you know. I’m either going to make it or 
nothing much will matter afterwards.” 

Nick sat her down and spoke quickly, his sentences terse and short, 
his tone underlying the terrible urgency of it all. When he finished 
Danielle’s eyes were beautiful blue saucers, filled with monstrous 
astonishment. 

“It’s unbelievable,” she said. “And what’s most unbelievable is 
you’re trying to find something and you don’t even know what to look 
for. This man you call Judas could be on that island, but his fantastic 
devise, it might be anywhere. You have no idea what it is or what it 
might be.” 

“Only that is something capable of capturing a modem submarine 
intact and whole.” 

“Swallowing it up like a giant clam, eh?” 

“What did you say?” Nick asked. 

“Like a giant clam,” Danielle repeated. 

“Why did you choose a clam?” Nick pressed. 

“Because a clam is one of the simplest but most efficient forms of 
undersea life,” Danielle said. “I believe the clam operates on a 
principle man could adapt and a giant clam could swallow a 
submarine intact.” 

Nick’s mind turned over the girl’s words. “Some organisms are 
known to lose their efficiency and ability when blown up too large,” 


he said. 

“Some species of Pacific clams weigh up to five hundred pounds 
naturally,” Danielle countered. “Here, let me show you something.” 
She reached up atop a shelf and pulled down a thick book, opening it 
to a page with a cutaway drawing of a clam. 

“The clam is a bivalve,” she said, “a two-shelled mollusk. The 
shells are joined together by a powerful muscle which forms the 
hinge. Anyone who’s tried to open clams for a dinner party knows 
how powerful that muscle is. When the clam relaxes, opens up, two 
siphons extend through that muscle or hinge. One siphon, or valve, 
carries water into the clam which brings oxygen and food. The other 
valve carries water and waste products out of the clam.” 

Nick’s quick, facile brain was racing. “If ...” he thought aloud, 
“such a giant clam could be manmade, it could actually operate itself 
without the need for huge engines, following the same principles of 
one intake and one output valve or siphon.” 

“Theoretically it’s very feasible,” Danielle said. “Of course, there 
would have to be a method to direct the device and to operate the 
action of the two valves as well as open the two shells.” 

“But one thing, Danielle,” Nick said. “A modem submarine travels 
at a good rate of speed underwater. A clam is very slow. Even a giant 
one would be proportionately slow.” 

“Not all clams,” Danielle answered. “The scallop is merely a 
variety of clam but the scallop is jet propelled. It uses water jets. As 
the hinge muscle contracts, the valves pull shut, shooting water out 
behind like a jet propelling the scallop forward very fast.” 

Nick looked at the cutaway diagram. “It just might be,” he said, 
thinking aloud. “It just might be. If some evil genius had the mind to 
work it out mechanically, maybe combining the clam and the jet- 
propelling principle of the scallop, they’d have it. Such a thing could 
come up beneath a sub, close its two shells around it and carry it back 
in one piece.” 

He turned to Danielle, lifted her face with his hand and looked into 
her electric eyes. They were stubborn again, wrestling with her desire 
and concern. 

“Thanks, cupcake,” he grinned. “You’ve been a damned surprising 
help, you know that. Maybe we’ve been indulging in pure fantasy, but 
I’m going on the theory that we haven’t. I hope I can let you know.” 

He felt her fingers tighten on his arm. “But it’s impossible,” she 
said. “You’re only one man and there are God knows how many. 
There’s no chance.” 

“It’s the only chance ... one man,” Nick corrected. He put on his 
suit as she watched, grinned at her and gave her fanny a pat as he 
brushed past. “Don’t sell me short,” he laughed, wishing he felt as 


confident as he sounded. He blew her a kiss and went up the 
companionway, a giant in black, moving gracefully, catlike, holding 
the flippers in one hand. 

Danielle Fraser watched him go, her brows knitted together in a 
frown, and she thought of the little island he had told her about, east 
of Cayo Noreste. It sounded like a piece of hell on earth. She was more 
right than she knew. Still frowning, she called out to Bill Headwin. 

“Bill,” the girl said. “Please come here. I want to talk to you about 
something.” 


CHAPTER VII 


He kept the little plane low to avoid the stronger air currents at 
higher altitudes, flying in a straight line that would take him over 
Joyce’s ketch. At the moment he had few definite plans except that he 
would tie up at the ketch, then go the rest of the way by rubber raft. It 
would be a long paddle, but it would bring him to the island after 
dark. As the plane droned on he thought back to his conversation with 
Danielle. A giant clam would require more depth than width. It would 
take vertical room, a fact which would at least help him decide where 
not to bother searching. The sun was beginning to move down toward 
the horizon as he sighted the ketch. Pontoons sending sprays of water 
leaping up, he set down and taxied toward it, watching for Joyce to 
scramble up on deck. She didn’t appear so he swung the cabin door 
open, cast a line onto a forward deck cleat and pulled the plane 
alongside the ketch. 

“Joyce,” he called out as he secured the line to the cleat. Only the 
creak of the boom answered him. He went below in two leaps, 
searching the little ketch in moments. She was not aboard. He had 
noted a small wood raft up forward and he checked it quickly. It was 
still there, leaning up against the forward timbers. It was not hard to 
realize what had happened. The phony cutter had no doubt seen the 
ketch on their way to the Triton, circled back and taken Joyce with 
them. They might even have gotten her to go willingly by giving her a 
smooth story. Instantly, Nick made a split-second decision, shifting his 
plans. He had been planning to sneak up to the island in darkness. The 
ketch, however, could get him there by dusk. He’d move in boldly, 
give them something to keep them busy. Maybe he’d save Joyce’s life. 
Maybe. They would have had her about five hours by the time he 
reached them. Maybe she wouldn’t want to be saved any longer by 
then. He’d see. He had to try, at least. 

He took the line from the cleat, tied it to the anchor, then cast off 
with the ketch, raising the mainsail at once. The little boat swung 
smartly about. A good southerly wind was blowing and he headed into 
it. If it held it would be a beat all the way. He settled down to sail the 
ketch and get as much out of the worn mainsail as possible. 

Under Nick’s sensitive hand the little ketch pointed like an ocean- 
racing yacht. There was still plenty of light—though it was the pink- 
gray light of the Caribbean dusk—when he sighted the little island 
and the atoll beside it. He smiled grimly as he held the ketch on 
course, aiming right for the inlet. He had already positioned the ropes 
across the tiller, letting them hang loosely. He wanted no delay when 


the time came. It would be tricky enough. 

The little man peered out the window of the house, squinting. At 
first he thought the dusk was playing tricks on him, the sail a ghostly 
shape moving through the grayness of sea and sky. But in seconds he 
saw that the sail was real and the little ketch under it was real. He let 
out what in other men would have been a roar of anger. For him it 
was an anguished whine ending in a half scream. He pressed the first 
red button of a row of buttons on his desk—the one that would bring 
Harold, Tartar and three of the guards at once. As he waited the few 
moments for them to arrive he knew he was as angry at himself as at 
anyone else. He should never have allowed Harold to go on the cutter 
to check out the oceanography vessel. But Harold had begged, 
pleaded, wanted to dress up and play-act, and so he’d relented. Then 
they’d come upon the ketch, found the girl and brought her back. 
Judas remembered the cold fury inside him when he saw them return 
with her, Harold happy as a child with a new toy to break, Tartar 
wearing a satisfied grin, having already raped her twice on the way 
back. They half carried, half dragged her up to his office, tossing her 
on the floor as a cat proudly deposits a mouse before his master. There 
had been no one else aboard the ketch, they had assured him. The girl 
had been all alone. And now— 

Harold was the first in, followed immediately by the giant 
Mongolian. 

“Have you seen it?” Judas screamed, pointing out the oblong, 
panoramic window. “Have you seen it, you damned fools. Liars! 
Idiots!” Judas felt saliva coursing down his chin, froth on his lips. He 
smeared the back of his hand over his mouth. “So there was no one 
else on board, eh?” he screamed. 

“But there wasn’t, I swear it,” Harold said, his eyes wide. “Ask 
Tartar here, or the other men.” The three guards were inside the room 
now, and all shook their heads. 

“We searched the bloody thing from stem to stem,” Harold went 
on. “I tell you there was no one aboard and nobody nearby, nobody 
swimming about in the water. We looked, really we did.” Judas 
looked at them, saw the fear in the eyes of the three guards, the 
childlike guilt on Tartar’s face, the sullenness of Harold. Maybe they 
had made a poor search of the ketch or maybe someone had been 
coming to meet the boat and found her gone. That wasn’t important 
any longer. What was important was that they had disobeyed his 
instructions. 

“T told you to check out the marine biology ship and come back,” 
he intoned. “No one told you to stop anywhere else, much less to 
bring back the girl. You’ve been getting enough girls, haven’t you, 
Harold? You’ve been well supplied. Yet you had to bring back this 


one. With all your genius, Harold, you’re a bungling fool.” 

He had never spoken like this to Harold before and the man’s 
sullen, defiant expression revealed he was angered. He had babied 
Harold along, and he still intended to do so, but Harold was not quite 
as vital as he had been. It was time he learned that. 

“Really, old boy,” Harold said. “What’s the harm at this late 
stage?” 

Judas turned away and looked out the window at the ketch. It was 
bearing down fast, headed in a straight line for them. He wanted to 
fire the little revolver that was part of his manmade hand, fire it right 
into Harold’s unthinking, shortsighted head. 

“What’s the harm, Harold?” he repeated. “Do you know what one 
mistake can mean at this stage? Ruin, Harold, complete ruin. It’s never 
too late for mistakes to ruin everything, particularly with the people 
we're dealing with. There’s one man ...” he left the sentence 
unfinished. There was no use in going into it, now. “I’ve planned 
everything too carefully, too painstakingly, to have you ruin it by your 
greedy appetite. Everything, including how we’ve gotten the girls for 
you, had been planned to the last detail—because this is only a 
beginning, only a beginning, Harold.” 

Judas turned around and looked out at the approaching boat 
again. 

“T don’t know who’s aboard the ketch,” he said. “Probably some 
boyfriend of hers looking for her. You, Tartar, take a crew and go out 
there and destroy it. Blow it to pieces. Kill whoever is on board. I 
don’t want a trace left of it, do you understand, not a trace. Now, 
move!” 

Harold started out with the others but stopped as Judas barked at 
him. “Not you, Harold,” he commanded. “You’ve caused enough 
trouble already. You stay ashore.” 

Harold shot him a bitter glance and strode out. It would go 
particularly hard for the new one he’d brought back from the ketch, 
Judas knew. Not more than a minute passed before he heard her 
screams of agonized horror. Judas switched on the monitor for the 
experimental room, saw her in one of the shallow pools, arms tied to 
the small stanchion, raised up over her head. Harold was standing in 
front of her and from her body two long, wriggling objects dangled. 
Judas peered into the monitor and saw that the long, wriggling objects 
were sea lampreys. The lamprey, Judas knew, was not a true fish, 
lacking true jaws, but the entire front end was a large, suction-cup of 
a mouth by which they attached themselves to their prey. Only the 
suction cup both sucked and ate into their victim’s flesh. Harold held a 
third lamprey in his hands, obviously deciding where to put it. Finally, 
he stuck the lamprey onto her face and Judas saw it instantly begin its 


convulsive, tearing, sucking movements as the girl screamed in ear- 
splitting anguish. Judas shut off the monitor and inured himself 
against the pitiful howls that echoed up from the experimental rooms. 
He concentrated his attention on the cutter as it moved out from the 
tiny inlet at the mouth of the island, engines at full throttle, tossing 
spray from its prow. 

Nick Carter, N3, Killmaster, also watched the cutter come roaring 
out of the inlet, out from under the overhang of the land. He held his 
course steady for another full minute, crossing in front of the 
onrushing cutter, then he came about sharply. He tied the tiller so the 
ketch would hold its starboard tack and Crawled on his belly along the 
deck, cursing the cumbersomeness of the flippers on his feet, feeling 
faintly like a seal out of water. The ketch was heeled well over in the 
wind and the rail successfully blocked off the cutter’s view of the 
deck. Reaching the bow, he swung himself over the side of the hull, 
hung there for a moment and then dropped into the water. The ketch 
was moving smartly, and the water hit him like a careering taxicab, 
flinging his body over and sideways. But he was already kicking out 
with his flippers, diving downward despite his buffeting. By the time 
the few seconds had elapsed for the stern of the ketch to clear the 
spot, he was below the surface and moving down further. He heard 
the heavy boom-boom-boom of the cutter’s propellers as she passed 
some hundred feet away. He kept on for a minute or two longer, then 
surfaced just as the cutter’s deck gun boomed out. He watched the 
explosion of wood planking and hull timber as the shot tore into the 
ketch just aft of the mainsail. The second shell got the mast and the 
old mainsail came tumbling down like a wounded bird, fluttering in 
the air. The third shot sheared off her transom and tore away the 
stem. The sea raced into the gaping hole, always eager to add another 
of man’s toys to its keeping. 

Nick lowered himself just beneath the surface and swam on. With 
that hole in her it wouldn’t take over a minute for her to go down, he 
knew. But it was nearly dark now, and the cutter would hang around 
for awhile, scouring the area for any sign of the helmsman. They’d 
probably chatter with machine guns at anything that floated, riddling 
whatever it was just to be on the safe side. Suddenly he saw a huge 
shape off to his left, moving up fast. At first he thought it was the hull 
of another vessel or a small submarine about 45 feet long. Then as it 
neared he made out the thick lateral fins and the huge dorsal fin. He 
breathed in relief as the whale shark swam by and now he could see 
the distinctive pattern of spots within checks on the sides of the 
monster. Despite its size, the whale shark was not predatory, he knew. 
He much preferred it as a swimming companion to the thresher or 
tiger or great white sharks which abounded in these waters. The huge 


form passed silently into the darkness of the sea and Nick was left to 
continue on alone—alone, that is, except for the thousands of smaller 
fish that made the Caribbean such a fisherman’s paradise. 

He surfaced to get his bearings, saw that he was just slightly to the 
right of the inlet. He corrected his position and swam on the surface 
now. The deep night had taken over the sea and the moon wasn’t high 
enough yet to let its cold light illuminate the near-surface areas. Now 
he could see the great stone pillbox of a house they had blasted out of 
the rock of the island, reinforcing the ground above with their ceiling 
of steel plates and buttressed arches. The ground itself, over the house, 
sloped down to the shoreline in its natural slope, scrub palms and 
brush ending back far enough for a wide, firm beach. He imagined the 
back part of the house opened out onto the ground where it sloped 
past the rear entrance. 

The water was rapidly getting shallow as he neared the beach. 
There was’ a channel out of the inlet of deep water and he swam 
hurriedly to the right as he saw the green and red running lights 
approaching. The cutter was returning. They had indeed stayed 
around to make certain no one survived the sinking. The unearthly 
figure in black smiled to himself as he glided along in the shallow 
water fronting the beach to the right of the inlet. This was no water 
for the giant thing he sought, he knew, but as he idled along, waiting 
for the cutter to enter the inlet, his eyes caught the open end of what 
seemed to be a large drain pipe. Another, and still another jutted out 
of the sand and stones beneath the shoreline. The beach seemed lined 
with them, jutting out underwater every hundred feet or so. He swam 
closer and peered into the blackness of the pipe nearest him. It 
appeared to be nothing but a drainage or perhaps a sewage pipe. Yet, 
he mused, feeling his brow furrow in a frown, no lone house on a 
small island like this needed that number of drainage or sewage 
outlets. An island population of a hundred thousand wouldn’t need 
that many outlets. Nick swam around a few of them, but they revealed 
nothing either. They were just pipes. The cutter had entered the inlet 
now and he turned, went below and swam to the other side of the 
island. He had the uneasy feeling that he would find out what those 
pipes were the hard way. 

To the left of the inlet, the little atoll jutted out of the water, 
almost joining the island, separated by about a hundred feet. The 
current against his body told him he was suddenly in a deep water 
stream. He let it carry him along and found himself between the atoll 
and the island itself. The space in between was a kind of vertical 
corridor, a deep trough. A tingling of anticipation raced through his 
body as he pulled back against the current and then dove down into 
the trough between the two pieces of land. The vertical corridor was 


deep and narrow and he dove slowly, flashing on a powerful beam 
built into the cap of the suit. He saw nothing at first, but as he dove 
deeper, he saw the oval shape standing upright, wedged comfortably 
into the deep slot between the island and the atoll. It stood on its end, 
at least two stories high. Nick spoke to himself under the mask. “She 
was right,” he said, quietly. “She hit on it.” The thing was indeed a 
huge clam, but a clam of two fantastic steel shells, convoluted and 
ribbed as a calm shell. He swam up and down its smooth sides and as 
he did so he saw the small openings circling the lower part of the one 
shell. Danielle had guessed right on that, too. It was a giant clam 
using the water-jet propulsion system of the scallop for quick bursts of 
speed. He couldn’t see much of the manmade muscle which formed 
the hinge of the clamshell, but he knew it would have to be something 
with the fantastic power to expand and contract and to hold together 
the two huge shells of steel. He really had to marvel at the damn 
thing. It was, he knew, both terribly sophisticated and terribly simple. 
It had to be both. 

Swimming along the outer edges of the giant clamshells, he tried 
pulling them open—one of those almost automatic, involuntary 
gestures one makes. They were clamped shut with the proportionate 
tightness of an ordinary clamshell. There was no knife large enough, 
no hand strong enough, to pry open this clam. The coil of underwater 
explosive was inside the flap of his suit, but he kept it there. He didn’t 
dare use it until he found out if the submarine was indeed still inside 
the clam and if so, where inside it. He was there to rescue the men 
and the sub, not destroy them in the process. He had to get ashore and 
find some way to open the sea trap. As he kicked out and started up 
the deep corridor, he saw the dark shapes dimly, moving down toward 
him. In the denseness of the water, his beam of light only penetrated 
so far and then stopped abruptly, as though a stone wall had been 
placed before it. He thought at first they were fish, but then he felt the 
ripple, the sudden swirl of current as a long, thin object hurtled past 
his shoulder. The second spear materialized out of the murky 
darkness, an unreal quality about it, ghostlike, streaking within a 
fraction of an inch of his head. He snapped off the beam of his light 
and dove to the right as the shapes drew closer, four of them. He 
wasn’t prepared for underwater, long-range combat, and the spears 
were both deadly and accurate, he knew. He swam in a twisting, 
spiraling motion as another spear hurtled by his ear. He swore to 
himself. Underwater TV cameras had obviously been positioned to 
guard the sea trap and he had been spotted at once. The divers had 
been dispatched to take care of him. He was angry at himself for 
having let his excitement at finding the giant clam overcome his 
caution. He should have taken the time to look for protective devices. 


But that was all academic now. 

Another spear shot out of the dark, grazing his shoulder with its 
trident. He had Hugo attached to his arm, beneath the special zipper. 
But they’d never let him get close enough to use the stiletto. He’d be 
an underwater shish-kebab if he didn’t do something fast. Executing a 
somersault, he reached into the inner flap of his suit, his hand groping 
to find the small, flat vial. He pulled it out, remembering Stewart’s 
words to him as he’d given him the vial: “We borrow from nature 
whenever we can. This is courtesy of our friend the squid.” 

Nick compressed the end of the vial, felt the tremor along his arm 
as it burst and ejected a cloud of inky-black fluid. The fluid became a 
screen as it instantly spread out in the water. Nick silently thanked 
Stewart and the squid as he struck out for the surface. 

He came up to find himself on the beach directly across from the 
small rise of the atoll. Quickly, he stripped off the scuba suit and left it 
lying in the sand. Emptying the contents of the inner flap, he scooped 
the loose, sandy soil from the roots of a scrub palm. He buried the 
explosive wire, the small transmitter and a few gelatin pellets and 
brushed the dirt back in place again. He took the flat cigarette fighter 
that was also a one-shot revolver and two of the small gelatin capsules 
and put them inside his swim trunks, in the fold of the jock-strap. 
Crouched low, he raced for the edge of the beach where the mouth of 
the inlet jutted out. 

Inside the pillbox house, the small, awkward man was jumping up 
and down, screaming at the top of his lungs as he watched the scene 
through the monitor of the underwater cameras. Spittle ran down the 
sides of his mouth—the repaired, striated face twitched convulsively. 

“They’ve lost him, they’ve lost him!” he screamed. “The damned 
fools have lost him. He’s probably ashore by now. Everyone out! Night 
alarm procedures in effect at once! At once, damn your hides, you 
incompetent bunch of bastards!” 

Nick, crouching low, suddenly heard a whooshing sound, and then 
another, and suddenly the protective cloak of the night was stripped 
away from him as a robe is torn off. Powerful flares burst overhead, 
bathing the entire island in a bright, blue-white light. Nick hit the 
ground in a rolling dive as the first shot pinged into a rock at his feet. 
A line of men had appeared on the top of the slope, stretched out to 
fire at him. He rolled over, came to rest beside a tree trunk. Damn, he 
swore. He was feet from the mouth of the inlet and he saw that there 
was a passageway into the inlet where it met the shoreline of the 
beach—a stone path that ran alongside the water. Three more shots 
smacked into the tree. He had Wilhelmina at his side and Hugo 
strapped to his forearm. Three of the figures detached themselves 
from the line and ran down toward him, firing as they went. Nick shot 


a look at the pathway alongside the inlet. Fifty feet, maybe less, he 
estimated. He took out the Luger, shot three times and the three men 
fell. He let go three more shots at the others, who dived for cover. He 
seized that instant to break for it. He was at the pathway alongside the 
inlet when the shots thudded into the ground at his heels. He ran 
along the pathway, saw it was really a long quay to which the cutter 
was moored. With a leaping bound he was aboard the cutter. They’d 
be coming in after him, he knew. He needed a little more firepower. 
He found it, as he expected, in the ships wardroom—two automatic 
rifles and one machine gun. He discarded the machine gun as being 
two unwieldy, scooped up the two automatic rifles and ran onto the 
deck, pausing to empty a long burst into the control panel on the 
bridge. Nobody would be escaping the island on this baby, he told 
himself in grim satisfaction. 

Men were racing up the long quay when he reached the deck. He 
opened fire, laughed harshly as three or four screamed, toppled into 
the water. The rest tried to turn and run back, colliding with those 
following. It looked like a Mack Sennett comedy scene. Nick ended the 
scene by emptying the rifle at them. A few made it to the end of the 
passageway. Only a few. He tossed away the empty automatic carbine, 
leaped from the cutter with the other gun in hand and raced toward 
the house which lay at the end of the quay. He put on a burst of 
speed. He was vulnerable on the quay. There was no cover there, as 
the others had found out. A doorway beckoned to him and he raced 
for it, got within a step and then leaped, diving headfirst into the 
room. A burst of gunfire triggered by an electric eye, resounded loudly 
as he dove through the door. 

He grimaced as he picked himself up from the floor. He was in a 
small vestibule. A staircase, stone and narrow, was on his right and 
another doorway to the left. He heard the sounds of feet running, 
turned to the doorway as a half dozen pursuers burst in. He got off 
one burst from the automatic rifle before it jammed. The burst sent 
them flying backwards. He shook the weapon, swore at it, pressed the 
trigger, but it was thoroughly jammed. The pursuers were coming 
through the doorway again. Nick flung the heavy rifle, catching two of 
them across the face with it, and raced up the stairs. He had almost 
reached the top when the huge form appeared, filling the top of the 
stairs completely. The giant Mongol again, Nick recognized at once. 
The clatter of footsteps coming up the steps reached his ears. He was 
trapped. He moved forward, seeing the giant waiting for him, long 
arms half outstretched. This was no time for contests. Besides, the 
Mongol had all the advantages of position and size. Nick dropped 
Hugo into the palm of his hand, sent the blade flashing through the 
air. He saw the huge man half turn, saw the stiletto go into his arm, 


midway between elbow and shoulder. Damn, Nick swore, as he saw 
Tartar pull the stiletto out of his arm with his other hand. Nick dived 
upwards, catching the giant around the knees. The legs like twin 
redwoods staggered back, but refused to topple. Nick felt the 
hammerlike double-handed blow come down on the back of his neck. 
It didn’t quite land properly or his neck would have been broken, but 
it felt like an elephant had stepped on his shoulder blades. He fell to 
the floor, pressed forward his legs to come up between the Mongol’s 
legs. This time the giant fell back off balance, crashing down on one 
knee. Other hands and arms were upon him now, scores of them, and 
something hard crashed against his temple, crashed again—He felt 
himself slipping into blackness and then it was over, only the total 
silence of unconsciousness remaining. 


CHAPTER VIII 


The first thing he was conscious of when he woke was the cold feel 
of tile on his back. He sat up, shaking his head to clear it. He heard 
the cackle that passed for a laugh and he didn’t have to open his eyes 
to know who it was. But he did open them, saw the grotesque little 
form standing there, the large, economy-size gnome, the artificially 
smoothed but still striated face. The giant Mongol was standing beside 
Judas, an adhesive patch on his arm. Nick’s eyes narrowed 
imperceptibly. Next time, buster, Nick said, silently. We’ve unfinished 
business. His eyes moved to the third figure standing there, 
recognizing the man as the “officer” aboard the cutter, tall, thin, 
eyeglasses. 

“T want you to meeet an old friend, Harold,” Judas said to the man 
as Nick got to his feet. They were in a large, rectangular room 
containing a long panel standing in the center. Dials, buttons, knobs, 
speaker grids and transmitting apparatus covered the length of the 
panel, which was obviously some form of control board. 

“This is the famous Nick Carter, agent N3 of AXE,” Judas said, 
walking over to Nick, the gargoyle smile playing about his lips. 

“I had mixed emotions,” he said to Nick. “Of course I didn’t want 
anything to go wrong with our plans, but I found myself hoping they’d 
send you, Carter.” 

“Aren’t you happy, then? Here I am, big as life. And twice as 
dangerous,” Nick added. 

Judas’ eyes darkened for a moment. “Yes, you are dangerous, 
Carter,” he agreed. “But this time you’re through. You see, even if you 
should, by one of your amazing feats, escape me, you could not escape 
this island. Harold, here, has joined me in making it escape proof. 
Harold believes in making use of the many things in nature, itself, 
things nature can teach us.” 

“Like your giant clam,” Nick commented. 

“Precisely. Like our giant clam,” Judas purred. “Of course, you’ve 
seen our little device already, but I’d wager you’d like to know more 
about it. And you shall, Carter. I can afford to be generous with you 
this time. I’m only hours away from my greatest triumph—and you 
only a matter of whim away from your death. This very moment, your 
President, or one of his emissaries, is following our instructions, 
preparing to deposit one hundred million dollars for us. I must 
commend you for having even found us, but you are too late this time, 
Carter.” 

“Do you really have the X-88?” Nick asked. 


“Oh, indeed, and you’re wondering where we have it.” 

“Inside the clam?” Nick probed, again. 

“Exactly,” Judas smirked, triumphantly. 

“Then the men axe all dead,” Nick cast out again. “Your ransom 
offer is really a hoax.” 

“Not at all,” Judas said, defensively. “They’re all perfectly well and 
alive, up to now. They’re inside their submarine, living off their food 
and oxygen supply just as though they were on an extended deep- 
water cruise. Naturally, they realize something rather unusual has 
happened to them. Here, look for yourself.” 

Judas moved over to slide a part of the wall back, revealing a long, 
television screen. He flicked it on and Nick saw the huge clamshell 
once again. 

“Open the shell, Harold,” he commanded. Harold went over to a 
flat board at one side of the room where Nick noted a double row of 
dials, knobs and buttons. He pressed buttons and spun dials. 
Watching, Nick saw the giant sea trap began to open slowly, widening 
its shells. As it opened further, Nick saw the submarine suspended 
midway inside the shells apparently unharmed. Nick peered down to 
the bottom of the shell, caught a glimpse of a great coil of what 
seemed rubbery material forming the hinge. They had faithfully 
followed nature’s engineering principles for the bivalve, he saw. Judas 
must have been able to see the thought mirrored in his eyes. 

“Why don’t the crew of the submarine try to shoot or ram their 
way out?” Judas commented. “That’s what you’re asking yourself. It’s 
because their entire electrical system has been put out of commission, 
neutralized, you might say. Harold has perfected a system of electrical 
grids which can reverse or neutralize anything. It has something to do 
with utilizing the magnification of electrical impulses through water 
and liquid conduction of electrical currents. It’s too technical for me, I 
confess. That’s Harold’s province.” 

Nick saw Harold turn and smile—a slow, modest smile. “That’s 
another one of the beautiful things about our clam,” Harold chimed 
in. “It operates by remote control, equipped with underwater TV 
cameras as eyes, which we monitor here so that we are really in 
control of it at all times. We don’t need a single human on it to 
operate it. We radio control it completely. In fact, most of our guards 
here on the island are actually unaware of our sea trap. They know 
only that they are to guard the island itself.” 

“You’ve even got a smaller payroll there, as of the last half hour,” 
Nick cracked. Judas gave him a long stare. 

“That’s quite true, isn’t it?” he thought aloud. “You managed to 
decimate a good part of my men. But they were expendable anyway. I 
can always hire new guards.” 


Nick’s mind raced. He wanted time to think. He tossed Judas 
another question to keep him occupied. 

“What happened with the first two subs?” he asked. 

“Accidents,” Judas replied. “Mostly with our remote control 
mechanisms for closing the shells. They were clamped in between the 
shells, mangling them too badly to save, I’m afraid. The price of 
experimentation, you might say.” 

“That’s obviously quite a device you have there,” Nick said. “Why 
not sell it to America? I’m sure you could, all of you, get a fancy price 
for the technical advances involved in it.” 

“Nothing compared to what we’re going to make using it our way,” 
Judas answered. “And when we have a little more working capital 
we're going on to bigger and better things, right, Harold?” 

Harold smiled. “They’re really worked out already. We just need 
money for technical research and experimentation.” 

As Harold went on, outlining generalities of their future plans, 
smug and self-complacent, Nick’s mind churned. The damned clam 
was electrically operated, remote controlled. That meant if he could 
get to it, blow it apart, it would not only knock it out of operative 
commission, but also knock out whatever electrical field system it was 
using to neutralize the sub’s own equipment. He thought of the men 
inside the sub, helpless to operate their torpedo tubes, whatever latest 
missiles they carried. They were certainly frustrated, probably badly 
shaken by what had happened to them and no doubt unable to 
understand what in hell had come over them. He had to get at that 
thing and knock it out of commission. There was something obscene 
about it, Nick decided, looking at it through the monitor. It was, like 
its two creators, a perversion of nature. 

“You weren’t listening to Harold,” Judas’s voice barked out, 
snapping him back to attention. “You were thinking of how you could 
get away. Rest assured there is no escape, Carter.” 

He turned to Harold and, gesturing to Nick, spoke to the scientist. 

“How about a change from the girls?” Judas asked. “Couldn’t you 
get any amusement out of the greatest agent of them all, holding the 
rating of Killmaster? P’ve been given to understand he is also very 
sexually satisfying—to women, anyway. Surely you can think of 
something for him.” 

Harold shrugged and smiled a shy, small smile. He let his eyes rove 
over Nick’s beautiful body. 

“Take off your trunks,” he said, distinctly, precisely. Nick didn’t 
want them going through his clothing. He had to keep them offstride, 
perhaps let fury and fear override their usual caution. 

“Take them off yourself,” Nick answered, casually. Harold walked 
over, his tongue wetting his lips. He had just grasped each side of 


Nick’s trunks with his hands when Nick swung, catching him flush on 
the jaw. The blow deposited Harold halfway across the room. Tartar 
rushed forward but halted at a signal from Judas who immediately 
saw that Nick wasn’t trying to break away. He didn’t want Harold 
hurt, but the idea of letting him loose on Nick appealed to him. 
Harold was rolling on the floor, holding his jaw and screaming. 

“Oh, my God, it’s broken,” he cried. “It’s broken. He broke my 
jaw.” 

“No, I didn’t,” Nick growled. “I didn’t have room enough for a 
proper swing.” Judas gestured and the huge Mongol lifted Harold to 
his feet. 

“You amuse me, Carter,” Judas said to Nick. “I see you haven’t lost 
any of your complete disregard for the precariousness of your 
position. An ordinary man in your position would try to do all he 
could not to make it worse for himself.” 

“T guess I’m just retarded,” Nick said. Harold had regained enough 
strength to talk, his eyes little pinpoints of cold hate. The business 
about taking down the trunks had been forgotten now, Nick noted in 
grim satisfaction. 

“Experimenting on men doesn’t do anything for me,” Harold said. 
“But in your case I’m going to make an exception.” 

He started to move up to Nick again when Judas held his hand up 
in a gesture of caution. 

“Not too close, Harold,” he warned. “The man’s a fool but 
dangerous. Bring him this way. We’ll show him what a fantastically 
inventive mind Harold has in everything.” 

The big Mongol shoved Nick and sent him stumbling after Judas 
who opened a door and led him into a huge room, the size of a 
basketball court, white-tiled, with two sides of the room lined with 
rows of cells. The sound alone, when Judas flung open the 
soundproofed door, was enough to send one reeling backwards. The 
sound was a physical thing that struck one as a blow in the pit of the 
stomach, an assault upon the senses, a combination of hellish wails, 
moans, high-pitched screams, cries and sobs, rising and falling in an 
undulating rhythm. Wild, ear-splitting cackles and maniacal laughter 
punctuated the horrible symphony. In each of the cells was a naked 
girl, or, as Nick saw in one sweeping glance, what once must have 
been a girl. Now they were not girls as we understand the word but 
naked hulks, some more dead than alive, all bearing the tom flesh and 
scars of a thousand unimagined tortures. Some had hands missing, 
others only the stumps of fingers. Some had no breasts, others with 
breasts mutilated beyond recognition. They were, for the most part, 
hardly recognizable as anything but some form of anthropoidal 
creature—human in general shape and appearance only. Some lay on 


the floor of their little cells, moaning and wailing and rolling back and 
forth. Over all rose the single, dominant element of madness, of minds 
unhinged by pain, torture, horror and realization. That would be the 
worst of all, the realization that they had been so mutilated as to be 
doomed to oblivion. Nick had seen some terrible sights in his life, but 
never anything like this. He wrenched his eyes from the cells and their 
pitiful, naked hulks and looked at the center of the room where four 
large, shallow, sunken pools had been built almost side by side, 
forming a rectangle. In the nearest of the pools, in about a foot of 
water, a girl lay quivering, blood-caked body eaten away, one side of 
her face raw tissue, half-dried blood caked on her neck and shoulders. 
Three sea lampreys, obviously gorged and bloated, floated lazily in the 
shallow water. She lay there with eyes open, staring ahead, unseeing. 
Nick thought she was dead but then he saw her abdomen moving, saw 
the rise and fall of breathing. He looked at the girl again—and he 
gulped. He closed one eye, shutting out the one side of her face, and 
his stomach knotted. It was Joyce. Dimly, he heard Judas command 
two of the guards to put her into one of the cells. 

Harold was standing by, calmly, almost detached, watching the girl 
in the next pool, also in a scant foot of water. Nick could hardly see 
the spasmodically twitching creature for the blanket of flat, black- 
brown objects that covered her body. As he moved past he saw them 
for what they were and he looked at Harold, who smiled, pleasantly. 

“That’s right,” he said, cheerfully. “Leeches.” 

“Harold imports them from the Far East,” Judas added. “They’re 
larger and more effective.” The girl moved, reaching down weakly to 
try to pull out one of the horrible creatures, but she fell back in 
exhaustion. The few parts of her body not covered by the 
bloodsucking, carnivorous, creatures, Nick saw, were sickly white, 
almost bloodless. 

“Isn’t it time you took them off, Harold?” Judas asked the other. 
He turned to Nick again. “Harold likes to take them off. He has had 
her almost bloodless and then nursed her back each time, giving her 
plasma and injections. Then he puts her back in again. Now, when he 
shows her a box of leeches, she’ll scream for a day. Just stand in a 
comer and scream.” 

Nick looked at Judas and then at Harold. It had been a wedding of 
consummate evil and ungodly perversion, he realized. As they walked 
along the row of cells, he tried to avoid looking inside them. 
Somewhere among these poor creatures was Betty Lou Rawlings. He 
didn’t want to look for her and he hoped he wouldn’t recognize her. 
As they passed, he realized that one more thing existed here, side by 
side with the madness. Hate existed here, hate so thick, so tangible 
you could feel it. As they passed the row of cells, some flung 


themselves at the bars, growling, screeching, clawing out with their 
hands to reach them. Animal sounds of hate and fury followed them. 
Some could only crawl on their knees, some on their bellies, but 
nearly all tried to get at them. These poor things were mad—but mad 
with hate, as well. 

One large-boned girl caught his eyes as they passed. Her body was 
crisscrossed with hundreds of scars and welts and ugly scars marked 
the place where once her breasts had been. Nick saw the pure hatred 
in those eyes as she pressed her body hard against the bars and 
reached out, grasping for them soundlessly. 

“One has to be careful not to get too close,” Judas cautioned. 
“They’re positively vicious.” 

They had reached the last cell, an empty one, and the guard 
opened the door, motioning for Nick to enter. He wanted to turn 
around and tear Judas apart along with Harold, to kill these two 
monsters in human form even though he would die doing it. He 
wanted to take apart this foul, evil place, to avenge Joyce, her sister 
and little Betty Lou Rawlings. He could probably kill them both before 
the others got to him. But there was always the word “probably.” His 
mind immediately asserted itself, told him he was a trained operative, 
that he had a job to do, a job which took preference over every 
personal vengeance. That came first—then Judas and his psychotic 
genius. Nick relaxed his hands, realizing they had been clenched tight, 
suddenly aware of how close he had come to exploding. He walked 
into the cell and the door was slammed shut behind him. Harold 
immediately came up to the bars, his voice quivering with hatred, still 
rubbing his jaw with one hand. 

“Tll think of something extra special for you,” he hissed. 

“Tm sure,” Nick said, softly, deadliness in his voice. “This will help 
inspire you.” 

The cell bars were just wide enough to reach through. Nick’s arms 
shot out like steel pistons, grabbing Harold by the throat, yanking him 
forward, smashing his face against the steel bars. The eyeglasses 
shattered and Nick saw the bits and pieces of glass dig into the flesh 
around Harold’s eyes. Harold screamed in agonizing pain. Like most 
sadists, he was terribly afraid of physical pain himself. The guard 
rushed over, thrust the rifle butt through the bars to smash it into 
Nick’s face. Nick let go of Harold and ducked away, the blow missing 
harmlessly. Harold was bent over, both hands to his face, screaming 
and crying. Judas and Tartar were at his side and Judas let the huge 
Mongol lead him off. 

“Tll see that you die by inches,” Judas snarled at Nick. “If Harold’s 
eyesight is injured. ... He left the sentence unfinished. 

“Tll be heartbroken,” Nick finished, acidly. Judas hurried off with 


his uneven, choppy gait. Nick moved back in the cell. He had at least 
successfully kept them offstride, kept them from thinking to examine 
his trunks. He sat down in a corner of the cell. Fifteen minutes of the 
screaming, wailing and moaning that filled the room would have 
driven an ordinary person into a state of semi-hysteria. Nick closed his 
mind to it and brought all his powers of concentration to bear on 
forming a plan. He had learned a few things. Judas had revealed that 
he had decimated his security force. There didn’t seem to be more 
than about twenty to start with. Nick estimated maybe seven or eight 
were left. One of them was at the far end of the room, making 
periodic patrols along the row of cells, ending with the last one where 
Nick sat. He wondered how the guard could stand it and then he saw, 
as the man turned, he was wearing ear plugs. The guard walked 
slowly back to the far end of the room. It would be dawn soon. 
Another hour or two after that and the ransom would be paid. He had 
to get at that damned clam and free the sub, first. But he couldn’t risk 
taking on the remainder of Judas’ men in another pitched gun battle. 
There wasn’t time for that kind of delay, or to run that very definite 
risk of failure. He had to keep them busy, somehow. Then he would 
have at least a fair chance of making it back to the beach, getting his 
buried equipment and heading for the giant clam. After he freed the 
sub he would come back to finish off Judas and set free these pitiful 
creatures howling all around him. They deserved their freedom, he 
told himself, and even as he did so, the bitter truth came to him. Their 
freedom for what? To live out the rest of their lives in mental 
institutions? Most were too physically mutilated to face society again 
and too emotionally and mentally mutilated to cope with the world 
any longer. Those few still able to reason with any coherence would 
shrink back in horror from the thought of facing the world again. One 
look in a mirror would send any one of them into recurrent 
breakdowns, he knew. There was no one and no way to repair the 
damage Judas and Harold had done. Horrible as it was, it was the 
truth. And in their own deranged way, Nick felt these poor creatures 
knew it. He thought of Joyce, of the eaten away face no plastic 
surgery would ever properly restore, of the body mutilated beyond 
hope of repair—and he knew this girl would choose death rather than 
return. If, indeed, she had the mental coherence to exercise choice any 
longer— for he knew Harold had done something more than simply 
torture these poor girls. He had taken away their womanhood, 
stripped them of any reason for living, destroyed the most important 
thing a woman had, her femaleness, her essence. Not all women were 
beautiful, of course, nor even unusually attractive. It was not really a 
matter of good looks, but of their womanhood—that inner something 
beyond mere attractiveness that made them women. This Harold had 


taken from them. He had destroyed their sex—for themselves as well 
as for anyone else. Yes, these creatures needed to be freed, Nick 
realized now, but freed to extract their vengeance, to do the one thing 
left for them—pay back their torturers. 

There were some fifty of them, Nick estimated again. There were 
probably seven or eight guards, plus Judas, Harold and the Mongol. 
Even armed, they would more than have their hands full. If he freed 
the women now, they’d create enough chaos to give him time to get to 
the sub. He felt the two little gelatin capsules inside his trunks. One 
would do to blow open the cell door, but the guard would come up 
shooting and cut him down before he got two feet out. He had to get 
the guard, first. The man would be sauntering to the cell in a few 
minutes. Nick reached into his trunks, took out the two gelatin 
capsules and the tiny lighter. He waited, the steady cacophony of 
wails and screams and shuddering sobs beating relentlessly against his 
ears. Even his powers of concentration could not completely tune out 
this dirge. It was a terrible threnody they sang for themselves. Finally, 
he heard the footsteps of the guard approaching. He got to his feet, 
watching, waiting as the man sauntered down, the rifle held casually 
in the crook of his elbow. The guard halted at Nick’s cell, looked at 
him with flat, disinterested eyes, turned and started to stroll away. 

Nick pressed the lighter to the gelatin pellet. He watched the tiny 
sliver of flame curl around the tip of the pellet. He had fifteen seconds 
between the time the outer gelatinous skin began to bum and the 
powder was reached. He reached out through the bars and tossed the 
pellet after the receding guard, watching it roll almost to his heels 
along the smooth, tiled floor. It exploded in a contained but deadly 
flare, a geyser of concentrated explosive powder. The guard spun, 
arms stretched upwards, and was flung into the nearest of the sunken 
pools with the three lampreys in it. Nick saw them head for this new 
victim at once. 

He lit the second capsule, placed it on the lock of the door and 
crouched down in the farthest comer. The cell door blew out, hanging 
half off its hinges. Nick was on his feet and racing out the door in an 
instant. He stepped down into the water, kicked one lamprey across 
the pool, lifted the keys from the guard’s pocket, and hopped out. He 
ran from cell to cell, unlocking each door, but not opening it. This 
took some care and caution in doing, he realized. Many of these 
creatures were too demented to know or to care what male they 
attacked. He paused for a moment at Joyce’s cell. She returned his 
look, but if she recognized him she didn’t show it. There was a terrible 
staring in her eyes, worse to look upon than the decimated face and 
shredded body. Finally he had unlocked every cell. He ran back, 
pulling a few of the doors open wide. Then he backed toward the exit, 


watching as the women began to move forward, hesitantly at first, 
then faster, realizing the cell doors were unlocked. A tremendous cry 
went up from them as they began to stream out of the cells—some 
running, leaping, a few crawling, hobbling. The cry gathered strength 
until it was a high-pitched, collective scream, a paean of vengeance. 
He watched from the door for a moment as they came streaming forth, 
the big, rawboned girl with the body of welts assuming a loose form of 
command. As they started to rush toward the door he turned and dove 
out it, crouching low to the floor. 

As he’d surmised, another guard had been seated in the corridor, 
but the man had left his rifle standing against the wall. By the time he 
got to it, Nick had rolled across the corridor and out the opposite 
doorway. He heard the screams of the women as they burst into the 
corridor, heard the guard get off two shots and no more. He hadn’t 
had time to sound an alarm, but then he wouldn’t need to. Anyone 
with ears would know that the subhuman hulks had burst loose 
somehow. 

Nick found himself on an outer terraceway that opened onto the 
ground at the back of the house. He raced outside, saw that dawn was 
already lighting the ground. He ran down the sloping terrain toward 
the beach where he could see the scrub palm opposite the rise of the 
little atoll. Screams, mingled with the sounds of automatic rifle fire, 
were coming from inside the house. The guards were being kept busy, 
all right, he noted, grimly. 

He had almost reached the palm when a sudden burst of shouts 
and screams erupted. He hit the ground and looked back toward the 
house. A figure, tall and thin, shirt torn half away, was racing from 
the house followed by a horde of naked furies. The women, hair 
streaming back from their heads, screaming at the top of their lungs in 
an unearthly din, were leaping over brush and rocks in frantic pursuit. 
Nick glimpsed bloodied bodies, eyes wide and bulging, mouths agape, 
a scene from the pages of hell let loose, a Hieronymus Bosch painting 
come to life. Over a loudspeaker, Nick heard Judas’ voice blaring 
forth. 

“Not that way, Harold,” he was calling. “Circle back. The other 
side of the house. Two guards will cover you there.” 

Harold tried to turn, slipped and fell, avoiding, the flying leap of 
one naked body. He tried to run to the right, but they had spread out 
and were upon him. Nick saw Harold try to defend himself futilely. 
Naked bodies flew through the air at him, carrying him down under 
them. Nick watched in growing horror as one wildhaired creature 
sank her teeth into Harold’s face. He heard Harold’s scream over the 
sound of the others. Another girl had joined her and was tearing at 
him with her teeth. A third was ripping great chunks from his 


buttocks. 

“They’re eating him alive,” Nick gasped, as indeed they were— 
tearing into him with teeth, nails and hands, literally ripping him 
apart. They were not human any longer—even the last pitiful vestiges 
of humanity had bowed to their towering hate. They were wild 
creatures devouring a hated enemy. Nick felt no pity for Harold. He 
deserved anything that happened to him. He was sickened only by the 
visible evidence of the animal just below the surface of man. Over it 
all the loudspeaker was blaring and Judas was screaming: “Get down 
there. Save him!... Save him!” 

Two guards appeared, unable to shoot for fear of hitting Harold 
under the pile of naked bodies. Nick grimaced. If they could see from 
where he was, they’d know they needn’t fear that any longer. Harold 
was a half-eaten carcass. Nick saw Tartar appear, running down the 
slope toward the scene. Suddenly the women stopped, raised 
themselves and turned. They rose up, faces bloody, snarling, smeared 
with bits and pieces of Harold’s flesh—a pack of wild tigresses. Nick 
saw the huge Mongol halt, the nearest thing to fear he knew on his 
face. He started to move backwards, then turned and ran up the slope 
toward the house as the naked forms started after him. The two 
guards also broke and ran from the top of the slope. Judas, the little 
bastard, was no doubt holed up tight someplace. 

Nick rolled down to the scrub palm, dug furiously for a moment 
and unearthed his gear. He left the special transmitter beside the tree, 
wrapped the coil of insulated explosive wire around his waist and 
went into the water. Screams intermingled with the staccato bursts of 
automatic rifles were still reverberating from the house as the water 
closed in over him. 


CHAPTER IX 


They had taken his diving gear with them, so he had only the 
explosive wire and his lungs to do the job. He knew it would be touch 
and go. The sea trap was deep, very deep. He could only do it by 
successive trips. Not even his tremendous lung capacity could sustain 
him long enough to do the job in one dive. Even now he felt the 
pressure of the water causing him to kick harder, forcing him to use 
precious oxygen in the effort. His lungs were tightening with 
unexpected rapidity, he realized, as the huge outline of the sea trap 
materialized. He had been going to stretch the explosive wire along 
the edges of the giant clamshells so that the explosion would spring it 
open as the insertion of a knife pries open a regular clam. But he saw, 
in angry frustration, that the steel shells fitted together with such 
smoothness and tightness there was no place to attach the insulated 
explosive charge. He swam to the bottom where the giant clam rested 
on the end of its huge, coiled hinge. The pain in his chest was now 
excruciating. He placed the wire alongside the bottom of the clam and 
struck out for the surface. When he exploded into the air his chest was 
a searing, aching hole. He rested, waiting until the pain went away. 
The sounds of blood-curdling screams and rifle fire still came from the 
island. 

Nick filled his lungs once again and dove, this time swimming as 
fast and as hard as he could. He found the giant clam quickly and 
swam to the bottom, groping for the coil of explosive wire. His hands 
searched the sea bottom, finding only sand and mud. He looked up at 
the hinge of the clam. This was where he had put the wire, but it was 
gone. Once again his lungs were starting to hurt. Frantically, he swam 
around the bottom of the giant clam, but there was nothing. 
Something had made off with the explosive wire. It could have been 
anything from a shark to a mackerel, he realized. Fish are notoriously 
indiscriminate when bottom-feeding. They’ll bite or pull at anything 
that they come upon when they’re hungry. Something had made off 
with his main piece of equipment. He felt too dejected, too sick to 
swear. He started up, the pain in his chest almost unbearable, and was 
still alongside the giant clam when the sea exploded in a tremendous 
rush of leaping, swirling water, mud, sand and rock. 

Nick’s brain instantly reacted, telling him what had happened. 
Whatever had made off with the insulated wire had bitten off the 
detonator cap, releasing the chemical that triggered the explosion. As 
he was tossed about like a limp rag in a washing machine, he caught a 
glimpse of the clam falling sideways, coming to rest against the coral 


reef at a forty-five degree angle. Then he was swept upwards and 
sideways in the turbulence, feeling himself going end over end. He 
tried to close himself into a little ball to lessen the pressure on his 
body. The last bit of air gasped itself out, and he felt his mouth open 
involuntarily, felt the sea pour down his throat. Then he was flung 
into the air and gravelly sand smashed against his face. He clawed at 
the water and gasped for air, vomiting up a lungful of the Caribbean, 
and found his knees touching solid ground. He lay there, gasping, the 
magnificent body heaving, fighting back with its fantastic recuperative 
powers. Finally he lifted his head and saw he was on the tiny atoll 
across from the island. He lay back, hearing continued rifle shots from 
the island and more high-pitched screams. That meant Judas was still 
there and alive, perhaps still with a few guards and his giant Mongol. 
He was undoubtedly holed up in the control room of the house, 
impregnable and safe, still in charge of the situation. 

Nick sat up. He might make it to the house. Getting into the 
control room would be at best a slim chance. He didn’t know how 
many of the women were still roaming the island. He shuddered as he 
thought of what happened to Harold. It was a gauntlet he didn’t enjoy 
running. Yet it was his only chance. 

The sun was up now. He had come so close and was now so far. 
Nick got to his feet. The water was still settling down from the 
explosion and he thought of how the clam had been knocked off its 
base. The dammed stuff would have done the trick had he been able 
to plant it properly. Suddenly his eyes darkened. Maybe it had done 
the trick, after all, he thought, excitement sweeping over him. The 
dammed clam operated electrically and kept its victims quiet by a 
neutralizing electrical field. The explosion could have knocked out its 
electrical system. If so, the submarine inside would be able to 
function. But the men inside wouldn’t know it. They had undoubtedly 
grown completely frustrated trying to use their engines and weapons. 
They wouldn’t be trying again unless he could get to them somehow. 
He picked up a rock. The giant clamshells were steel. Inside them 
there could be a giant echo chamber. Nick dove into the sea, the rock 
clutched in his hand. 

The clam was still upright, the forty-five degree angle only adding 
to its appearance of a true clam. Nick pressed himself against one of 
its shells and began to tap with the rock, using the universally 
recognized Morse code. He kept tapping out the Navy words, “Now 
hear this, now hear this, now hear this.” 

His lungs gave way and he surfaced for air, then dove down again 
and repeated the message, tapping slowly on the side of the steel shell, 
taking care not to set up a reverberation inside the clamshell. 


Inside the submarine X-88 the men had picked themselves up after 
the sudden shock that had caused their craft to fall sideways. The 
silence of doomed men had instantly settled down on them again and 
each man had gone back to his place, quiet, immersed in hopelessness. 
It was a young torpedoman who first heard the tapping. He called the 
radioman, who called the captain. 

“Tt’s Morse,” the radioman said, excitedly taking down the code on 
a pad. Nick had surfaced and gone down again twice. The entire 
submarine was listening now, each man dry of throat, wanting 
desperately to hope yet afraid to risk it. 

“It’s started again,” the radioman said, translating as the tapping 
continued, spelling out its message. 

“You . . can... escape . . the radioman translated. “You ... can .. 
escape.’ ’ The fappiits halted again, to be resumed a minute later, “Try 
systems again ... try ... all weapons ... again.” 

The interior of the submarine exploded into a frenzy of controlled 
efficiency. The engines roared into life. 

“Prepare to fire all forward torpedo tubes and missiles,” the 
captain barked. “Fire at will.” 

Outside, the bronzed figure was diving down again, this time 
keeping a distance from the giant clam. Had they heard him, Nick 
wondered. And if they had, was the clam’s electrical system really 
knocked out? He had only a moment’s wait for his answer. The first 
thing he saw was the giant clam quiver and shake and then four 
torpedoes burst through the steel shells, ripping them apart. The 
manmade bivalve wrenched partially open. A tremendous explosion 
ripped the upper part of the shells and Nick saw them fall apart, 
slowly, tiredly. He saw the submarine moving forward, heading for 
freedom. He struck out for the surface, coming up on the beach of the 
island. The sub would be on its radio at once and Hawk would get the 
message that it was free. But there was still Judas, still alive. He had 
work to finish and this time he wanted to make certain it would be 
finished. He crawled to the scrub palm and picked up the special 
transmitter. 

“Destroy island,” he radioed. “Longitude 65.5, latitude 12.4, wipe 
out completely. Use all weapons. Obliterate.” 

He flicked off the set, flicked it on again. It was dead. Stewart had 
told him it would be good for only one message. Nick tossed it away 
and stood up. Hawk would know he meant destroy. He’d give orders 
to blast the island into nothingness. They’d send jets with heavy 
bombs, perhaps nuclear, enough of them to wipe the island from the 
face of the earth. With jet speed they’d be here within forty-five 
minutes, he estimated. Perhaps half an hour. He started to walk 
toward the house. He had time to see for himself. If he could settle 


with Judas once and for all himself he’d feel more secure. The little 
bastard had proven entirely too industructible in the past. A strange 
silence now hung over the sunswept little island, the silence of 
graveyards. 

“T can see you, Carter,” the loudspeaker system suddenly blared. 
Nick hit the ground and rolled behind a tree. Judas cackled over the 
speaker. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I can’t kill you from my little room 
here, but I can see you on my monitor. And you can’t kill me, either. 
No one can get in here. It’s a standoff, Carter. Only you and I are left.” 

Nick had been searching the trees and he spotted the television 
camera on the lower branch of a nearby palm. He picked up a rock, 
aimed carefully and let it fly, hearing the sound of glass shattering 
with satisfaction. 

“That was stupid, Carter,” the voice blared forth again. “The fact 
that I can’t see you now doesn’t change anything.” 

Nick moved forward again, walking cautiously. He passed clusters 
of naked bodies, some more just heaps of flesh than human dead. Most 
were women but some were guards, or he assumed they were. It was 
hard to tell. He shifted his direction to take the pathway alongside the 
inlet, picking his way around more bodies. He entered the house and 
moved around five naked bodies sprawled over one of the guards. 
Another one had shot them as they attacked him, obviously. He was 
glad he had called for the jets. Even if he managed to get to Judas, 
this hellhole had to be destroyed, removed from civilization. Once 
more the loudspeaker blared forth. The system was piped through the 
house, also. 

“Can you hear me, Carter?” Judas asked. “Are you listening. I 
know you’ve reached the house by now, but you can’t get in here to 
me. The door is triple-thick steel and the window bulletproof.” 

Nick remembered the room as being directly off the cell area and 
he hurriedly crossed the huge, white-tiled room, now emptied of its 
pitiful, misbegotten cargo. The door to the control room was locked, 
of course, and Nick quickly saw that Judas hadn’t been lying. Only a 
cannon would blast that door open. He went around to a side doorway 
and found himself in a lounge that had obviously been used by the 
guards. Two long sofas, three tables and assorted chairs filled the 
room. The speaker blared again. 

“That’s better, Carter,” the voice said. “I can see you again. You’re 
in the lounge room. Why don’t you just stay there and think about 
what I’m offering you? You can talk to me from there. The two-way 
intercom system is open.” 

Nick grimaced and perched himself on the arm rest of one of the 
sofas. He appeared to be listening to the detached voice while his 
mind wrestled to find some way to enter the control room. Maybe he 


could coax the little sonofabitch out. 

“Listen to me, Carter,” Judas intoned. “There’s no one left but you 
and me. We shall have to make a deal. I’ll allow you to leave the 
island if you assure me my freedom.” 

Nick snorted. “I don’t have to make deals, Judas,” he said. “You’re 
finished, done for. If you want to stop me from just walking down to 
the beach and swimming away from your hellhole, you’ll have to 
come out and do it.” 

“You won’t leave the island alive,” Judas repeated. “I won’t let 
you.” 

“Then you'll have to come out and stop me,” Nick answered, eyes 
narrowed. Maybe the little egotist would rise to the bait. Maybe he 
would come out. He waited for Judas to say something further, but 
there was only silence. Suddenly he felt that telltale warning signal, 
the hairs on the back of his head standing up, the presence of 
imminent danger. He dove from the arm of the sofa, face forward, 
hitting the floor with arms cradled in front of his face. He felt 
something hurtle through the air, scrape along his hairline and he 
glanced up to see the long-bladed hunting knife bounce against the 
wall. He rolled over and was on his feet instantly to see the huge form 
charging at him. The monstrous Mongol was coming at him like a 
runaway locomotive. Nick decided to meet the charge head on. It was 
a mistake. His first blow caught Tartar flush on the jaw, the impact 
sending waves of shock and pain up Nick’s arm. It snapped the 
massive head to one side but the monstrous bulk didn’t slow at all, 
slamming into him and carrying him backwards. He felt his feet slip 
out from under him as Tartar crashed down atop him. Nick wriggled 
free of one clutching hand, reached up and drove his forearm into the 
man’s throat. The Mongol gagged and Nick rolled out of his grip. For 
all his bulk, the big man was unusually quick. He was on his feet at 
the same moment Nick regained his. He came at Nick, long arms 
swinging like the blades of a windmill. Nick moved easily, parrying 
the clublike swings, then stepped in with a rocket-like left and right. 
Once again he felt the force of the blows in his own forearms. The 
Mongol blinked, halted for a moment, then came on again. Again Nick 
moved easily, stepped inside the wild swings to deliver another 
shattering left and right. The man roared and charged again. Nick 
ducked away from a vicious uppercut, moved to the side and grabbed 
Tartar with a judo hold, only to find himself being spun around by the 
giant’s momentum. Nick felt himself sailing into the back of the sofa, 
flipping over it and landing on the floor. As he hit the floor he heard 
the sound of running feet, knew at once that Tartar was about to leap 
the sofa to land atop him. Nick spun around on his back, raised both 
legs and as the huge form came sailing over the sofa at him, he kicked 


out with all his strength. 

His feet caught the giant in the chest and he felt the crack of bone 
as the man’s momentum and weight met the upward kick of his 
powerful legs, doubling the force of impact. It would have killed the 
ordinary man right on the spot. It had its effect on the huge Mongol, 
too, as he fell to one side, a rumbling gasp of pain escaping his lips. As 
he struggled to his feet, little bubbles of blood forming around his 
mouth, Nick shot out another tremendous right that sent his assailant 
staggering backwards. Nick moved in with a left when Tartar leaped 
forward, huge arms outstretched, steel-like fingers closing around 
Nick’s throat. Nick staggered backwards but his powerful legs kept 
him from collapsing. He clawed at the fingers around his neck, but 
they were locked in place. He tried to wrestle the massive bulk free of 
its grip, but the giant clung with the desperation of the badly injured, 
the blood now running from his lips. Nick felt his own eyes bulging, 
saw the huge head before him begin to distort. Finding his own 
reservoir of desperate strength, he took both fists and drove them into 
that huge chest again, feeling the shattered chest bone give way still 
further. Tartar roared in pain and fell to his knees. Nick felt the 
fingers relax for a moment, tore his throat free and brought the side of 
his hand down in a perfect karate chop on the back of the man’s neck. 
The towering hulk fell forward, his forehead hitting the floor, one arm 
groping to seize Nick’s legs. Nick stepped away to see the monstrous 
man raise himself up again, rising to his feet like a wounded elephant. 
He lumbered forward again, blood now streaming from his mouth, his 
breath a hoarse rasp, huge hammer hands raised. Nick’s own arms 
were aching. He had hit this giant with everything he had, and still he 
came on. Tartar lunged again, but this time Nick ducked under the 
lunge, grabbed the brute’s right arm and flipped him over his 
shoulder. The Mongol crashed to the ground like a fallen redwood and 
the room shook. He twitched for a moment, tried to roll over and rise, 
clutched at his chest and let out a half roar, half rattle of pain. He 
struggled to get up, opened his mouth as if to cry out, and fell back in 
the finality of death. Nick eyed the inert form for a minute; finally, 
satisfied there was no life left, he turned and walked from the room. 

“Wait, Carter,” the loudspeaker blared, coming to life again. Of 
course Judas had watched the whole thing on his monitor. He had 
tricked Nick into listening to him while his giant sneaked up. Nick 
kept walking. 

“You can’t get off the island,” Judas shouted. “I won’t let you.” 

“Come out and stop me,” Nick called back as he went out the door. 
Those jets could be arriving at any minute. He wanted to be 
swimming from the island when they came. Breathing deeply, he 
walked down the slope toward the shore. He was nearly at the water’s 


edge when the loudspeaker blared forth again. 

“You'll have to make a deal with me, Carter,” Judas said, again. 
“You’re trapped.” 

Nick snorted, derisively. The little bastard would soon find out 
who was trapped. 

“Carter!” This time the voice was thin, shrill and unmagnified. 
Nick spun around to see the little figure standing at the top of the 
slope beside the back entrance to the house. 

“Look into the water before you go,” Judas shouted down at him. 
“Look!” 

Nick turned to the sea, let his eyes scan the water. Then he saw it, 
a spreading blotch of red to the right. Another one further on. Another 
to his left. The spreading, widening areas of red were joining together, 
extending some fifty yards offshore. In a few minutes it would be a 
hundred yards. He looked at the red stain and saw it for what it was, 
blood. 

“Over a ton of chopped beef and fish have been ejected into the 
sea surrounding the entire island,” Judas called. “You know what that 
will bring within seconds, don’t you, Carter?” 

Nick watched the red stain in horrible fascination. The underwater 
drainage pipes he had seen. Now he knew what they were for. Yes, he 
damned well knew what that would bring, but maybe there was still 
time. 


CHAPTER X 


Nick shot a glance back at the little figure standing atop the slope, 
turned away and dove into the water, knifing through the red stain. 
Bits of entrail and chunks of meat brushed past him as he struck out, 
swimming underwater. He cursed Judas and Harold and all of them 
for their inhuman cunning. They had indeed made use of nature itself. 
The blood and meat in these waters would bring sharks and every 
other kind of predator within seconds. In no time, Nick knew, they 
would be there by the hundreds, perhaps thousands, forming a ring 
around the island of wild voraciousness, an impenetrable cordon of 
tearing, snapping jaws, devouring everything in sight. The blood- 
frenzy of the shark, an awesome phenomenon known to every 
commercial fisherman, is beyond stopping, beyond combat, beyond 
belief except for those who have seen it. If he could get beyond the 
red-stained water he might have a chance, he knew. He was beginning 
to think he might make it when he saw the dark shapes hurtling 
toward him, diving and whirling in the water. More were coming from 
the side. He turned, trying to swim away from them. He could tell by 
their gyrations that they were already in a frenzy. 

He had to surface for air and as he did so he saw the fins 
approaching from all directions, swimming in the erratic pattern that 
signals the start of a blood-frenzy. He dove below and turned back to 
the island. A huge shape flashed by him, jaws snapping at the pieces 
of floating meat. They were coming in fast now, their leaps and turns 
stirring up the water and the blood until Nick was swimming in a sea 
of red. He could make them out, as they rushed past him. He saw 
hammerheads, tiger sharks, threshers and great white sharks, probably 
the most vicious of them all. He saw barracudas joining in, and even a 
sawfish. 

The sand of the beach was underfoot and he pulled himself up and 
lay there, panting, watching the water turn redder as the sharks 
fought amongst themselves. More tall fins were knifing through the 
water, joining the frenzy. The water now was a churning, boiling, 
bubbling mass. Nick looked up in time to see Judas disappearing back 
into the house. In moments the loudspeaker came on again. 

“Ym glad you made it back, Carter,” he said. “Now we can 
complete our deal.” 

Nick heard the sound before he saw them and then his eyes picked 
out the first formation, streaking in from the north. They made one 
roaring pass over the island and then banked to swoop back again. 
The second time they let one bomb load go. It was a drop aimed at the 


far shore and Nick felt the island shake. A second formation was 
streaking in now, dropping its bombs just to the left of the first 
squadron’s drop. Again the island reverberated. Hawk had decided 
against nuclear bombs, Nick saw. He had given orders to obliterate 
the place by inundating it with conventional bombs. And they were 
going to do it, Nick saw, bit by bit. A third formation came winging in 
from the west and let go its load and now Nick saw the pattern they 
were using, crisscrossing the island from all sides, working in toward 
the center. 

The loudspeaker blared out again. Judas had realized finally what 
Nick had done. 

“We'll both be blown to bits, Carter,” he screamed. “Don’t be a 
fool. Stop them.” 

Nick laughed out loud. It was ironic, a stalemate, a Chinese 
standoff in which they would both die. And there was not a damned 
thing he could do about it. The bombers had their orders to destroy 
and they wouldn’t be paying the slightest bit of attention to a figure 
waving frantically at them, if they saw him at all. He looked at the 
water again, at the seething mass of leaping, slashing, frenzied killers 
there. It was merely a question now of which way to die. It was not an 
appealing choice, in any case, but of the two he chose the destruction 
from the air. The sudden eruption and it would be over. He didn’t take 
to the idea of being tom apart by sharks. Nick knelt down beside the 
scrub palm and waited while the island shuddered as wave after wave 
of jets dropped their bombs on it, 

Suddenly, from a dense cluster of brush halfway down and to the 
left he saw a movement, a flash of a naked form and then it was 
running down toward him, brown hair streaming in the wind. Nick 
tensed himself, wondering what this lone survivor would try to do. 
The girl ran, stumbling and falling as another load of bombs shook the 
earth, then getting up to race on. As she neared he saw her face had 
been battered almost beyond recognition. Only brown eyes staring 
wildly out at him revealed it as a face. She flung herself at his knees 
and clutched his legs, making strange, garbled sounds— then he saw 
that she had no tongue as she opened her mouth and gestured. She 
put her head on his knee and the brown eyes looked up out of the 
battered, mutilated face. The island shook again as he looked down at 
her naked body, gouged and bearing bum marks. Only her legs were 
unmarked, smooth and sturdy young legs. Suddenly Nick’s throat 
tightened. He looked again at the poor thing making whimpering little 
sounds at his knee. He put his hand gently on her shoulder and his 
throat almost refused to say the name. “Betty Lou?” he choked. 

The creature nodded her head and leaped to her feet, the brown 
eyes giving him a last, longing look and then she raced off, diving 


headlong into the churning waters. Nick leaped to his feet and cried 
out for her to stop but she plunged on, swimming into the maelstrom 
of leaping, slashing bodies. One arm rose up and seemed to wave as 
she disappeared under the surface. Nick leaned against the scrub 
palm, his stomach churning. He might have been sick if the 
loudspeaker hadn’t blared forth again and Judas’s voice crackled 
through the air. The sound of it formed a cold, icy knot of hatred 
inside Nick’s stomach. 

“You win, Carter,” the loudspeaker said. “You win. Call them off. 
You can reach them on my transmitter. They’ll listen to you. Pll open 
the door. Hurry, Carter!” 

Nick raced for the house. He wasn’t at all sure they’d listen to him 
but he wanted to get his hands on that little fiend. He’d make sure 
that he was finished once and for all. He burst into the control room 
to see Judas crouched on the other side of a wooden desk, almost in a 
comer of the room. The house was shaking, pieces of ceiling dropping 
to the floor, the walls cracking further with each bomb that neared. 
The sound of exploding bombs was now so constant he could hardly 
hear Judas’ high-pitched whining screech. 

“There, that’s the transmitter,” he screamed, pointing his manmade 
hand at a speaker raised over the center of the long control panel. 
Nick hesitated a moment, then decided to use the transmitter. He 
would get to Judas after calling off the jets. Why commit suicide 
himself if he could avoid it? He flicked on the transmitter just as he 
glanced up at Judas, caught the insane glitter of his eyes, saw him 
point the outstretched arm an inch to the left. Nick dropped and heard 
the bullet slam into the control panel a fraction of an inch from his 
head. He put his shoulder to the desk and shoved, using it as a 
combination shield and battering ram. He rammed it into the comer, 
trapping his human rat with it as the first direct hit struck the house. 
The room shuddered and then half collapsed, the floorboards 
cracking, one wall toppling inwards. Nick found himself knocked onto 
his back by the force of the explosion. When he looked up he saw 
Judas scurrying across the top of the desk, leaping down at him, the 
hand of metal and leather outstretched, pointed at him. Nick kicked 
upwards, hitting the straight, stiff arm and knocking it upwards as the 
second bullet shot from the tiny, built-in pistol in the hand. Nick was 
on him instantly, his fury making him incautious. The knife blade 
appeared as if by magic and slashed up at Nick’s throat as Killmaster 
charged. Only his superb reflexes saved his life, as he twisted his head 
away and felt the blade brush his trapezius, drawing a thin trickle of 
blood. 

Judas came at him, slashing out with the knife, his face a mask of 
demoniacal fury. Nick leaped backwards, easily avoiding the wild 


slashes, but his heel caught in one of the cracked floorboards. He 
stumbled backwards, fell to one knee as the knife came around in a 
wide arc, aiming at his face. He reached out, caught the wrist behind 
the knife and twisted it savagely. Judas screamed and the knife 
clattered to the floor. Nick was on him instantly. The fury of years of 
hate would have been more than enough, but now there was Betty 
Lou and Joyce and her sister and all the others to add to it. He 
slammed a right into the man’s face. It came apart like the room. 
Judas, the cornered rat fighting desperately for survival, clawed and 
punched back, sinking his teeth into Nick’s arm. Killmaster picked him 
up by the head and flung him across the room. The perverted little 
body struck the control panel, sending it crashing to the floor. Nick 
was upon him almost before he hit the floor, slamming his head 
against the shattered control board, slamming it over and over and 
over again against the board, slamming it for Betty Lou, for Joyce, for 
all of them. He heard his own voice yelling their names out as he 
battered the head into an unrecognizable pulp, 

It was another direct hit on the house that shocked him back to 
reason, snapping his towering rage. He ducked as a large steel girder 
ripped through the roof. It came down like a giant hammer from some 
ancient God and struck the battered figure, driving the body halfway 
through the shattered floor. 

Nick clambered over the debris, found the transmitter and tried 
using it. It was, like its master dead. He got up slowly, very slowly, 
and picked his way through the falling debris. A wall crashed 
somewhere, the sound of shattering glass a tinkling accompaniment to 
the heavy thud of the bombs. The bright orange glare of flame 
suddenly lighted the scene. Nick walked out of the collapsing house, 
walking slowly, steadily down the slope of the ground toward the 
beach. 

It was nearly over, he knew. He looked up at the jets as they 
roared overhead, swooping down from all angles now. Obliterate, he 
had radioed Hawk, and they were doing their job thoroughly and 
efficiently. He had reached the beach, now, and he watched them 
come roaring over, suddenly realizing how beautiful destructive things 
could be. Soon there would be nothing left of the island, nothing but 
some underwater rocks and reefs. He gazed out at the water and saw 
that the blood-frenzy was still going on unabated. Any one of the 
sharks who happened to be slashed by another was immediately set 
upon, turned into an added victim. It would end only when one of two 
things occurred, either the meat disappeared and with it the blood, or 
utter and complete exhaustion overtook the undersea killers. This 
would go on for a long while yet, he saw, for the water was still 
running red, and the sea still alive with fins. 


The jets were starting to unload now on his part of the island, the 
last remaining half moon untouched. He guessed he might live for 
another five or so minutes, maybe ten. 

He let his eyes flick over the water again and then he saw it, a 
bright yellow oval bobbing to the surface some thirty yards offshore. 
At first he thought he was imagining things, his mind playing tricks on 
him. Then he saw the hatchcover open up, saw the blonde head 
appear and the arm waving frantically at him. He leaped to his feet, 
eyeing the churning water. Thirty feet—more than enough distance to 
be torn to shreds. Yet there was a chance he could make it with luck. 
The roar of the jets told him it was a chance he’d have to take. There 
wasn’t time for her to maneuver the diving bell in closer. She was 
risking death to come this close to the cascading bombs. 

He walked into the water, did a surface dive and struck out for as 
much depth as he could get. The bulk of the crazed killing orgy was 
taking place near the surface. If he could swim the distance far enough 
beneath them without being detected he might be able to knife up 
through them. It would be a matter of luck, he knew, with perhaps 
seconds separating him from destruction. He swam with even, 
powerful strokes, turning on his back to watch for any dark shapes 
that might streak down for him. Finally he stopped and began to swim 
up. He guessed he ought to be just about under the Sea Spider when 
he saw the bottom of the oval off to his left. As he changed course to 
head toward it, he caught sight of the ominous shape nosing through 
the water, following a scent it had not yet pinpointed. The vertical 
markings along the side told him instantly that it was a tiger shark, 
fourteen feet of deadly killer. There would be no fighting with this 
deadly foe, no barehanded combat, especially in the shark’s natural 
element. There would be time to possibly avoid the first thrust and not 
much more. Nick held to his course as long as he dared, turning when 
he saw the tiger shark zero in on him. The shark came in fast, made’ a 
grab for Nick, who twisted out of the way and reached out for the 
wide V-shaped tailfin as it went by. He locked his arms around the 
thick fin and clung to the shark’s tail. The shark whirled and twisted, 
swimming down deeper and then up again. Furiously, he whirled and 
shook to dislodge the creature hanging onto his tail. Nick felt like the 
tail end of a kite. 

Furiously, the shark streaked for the surface to try and shake 
whatever had hold of him. Nick saw the side of the diving bell flash 
by, let go of the shark and popped up on the surface. Danielle saw his 
head break the water and threw a line to him. He grabbed it and 
pulled himself up onto the wet, round side of the diving bell. He felt a 
rush of air as a thresher shark leaped half out of the water after him. 
Panting, he clung to the open hatchway for a moment, then slid down 


inside it as Danielle closed the cover after him. He couldn’t hear, but 
he could feel the rumble of the bombs exploding the island as Danielle 
put the Sea Spider into descent. He lay there, catching his breath, 
listening to the sound of the sharks slamming into the steel sides of 
the diving bell, attacking anything and everything that moved. 
Danielle sent the Sea Spider down to the bottom and there it was 
silent, the manmade carnage and the fury of nature now left behind. 
Nick lay quietly beside the girl as she stilled the motor and halted the 
Sea Spider’s crawling gait. 

He lay with his eyes closed, letting the silence blanket the events 
of the last twelve hours. He had come close to death many times 
before but this time, somehow, it had been different. It had been as 
though fate had taken a hand to play a cruel joke on him. He had 
never felt so helpless before, nor so resigned. It was as though the foul 
atmosphere of perversion and inhuman savagery that was a part of the 
place had gotten to him, giving him a feeling of despair and dejection. 
The jets when they came, called by his own hand, seemed almost 
fitting, a jet-age Gotterdammerung. He opened his eyes and looked at 
the girl beside him. She was wearing the cherry-red bikini and she 
smiled at him. Nick closed his eyes again. It was so peaceful down 
here. He lay quietly, letting the strength seep back into his body. 


CHAPTER XI 


Nick opened his eyes as he felt the coolness against his skin. 
Danielle was leaning over him, wiping his body with a damp cloth she 
had produced from someplace. 

“Tt’s past time for me to say thanks,” Nick smiled at her. “I guess I 
don’t have to say how surprised I was to see you and this thing. And 
how glad.” 

“T had to come,” Danielle said, almost shyly. “When you left, after 
telling me what you were going to do, I wanted to do something, 
anything. I had the Triton steam as near to here as I dared. It was 
night then and I didn’t really know what I should do. This morning I 
took the Sea Spider and went down in her. I didn’t really know what I 
would do or what I could do. It was kind of crazy on my part, I guess.” 

“A craziness that saved my hide,” Nick grinned. “I didn’t know this 
thing worked without cables to raise and lower it.” 

“Oh, yes,” Danielle said. “We only use the cables when we’re by 
the ship. It saves wear on the motor.” 

“How long can we stay down here?” Nick asked. The short rest of 
absolute peace and quiet had been enough to restore his tremendous 
recuperative ability. 

“A few more hours, maybe the rest of the afternoon,” she 
answered. 

“Did you tell anyone else aboard the Triton what I told you or 
what you were doing?” 

“No, not a soul,” the girl said. “All they know is I came here for a 
special current I decided to study first hand.” 

Nick lay back and grinned. Hawk wouldn’t know whether he had 
come out of it whole or not. He’d contact the Triton, of course, but 
they wouldn’t know anything of his whereabouts, either. Good! Let 
him stew, Nick said to himself. He turned to Danielle, feeling her eyes 
on him. 

“You're thinking about something,” she said. “What is it?” 

“Tm thinking it’s so nice and peaceful down here I’d like to stay a 
while longer,” Nick answered. “Besides, it’s time I proved a point once 
and for all.” 

“Oh, no,” Danielle said, moving further away. “I didn’t come after 
you for anything like that.” 

“Didn’t you?” Nick grinned. “What a shame. Then you won’t mind 
if I try, will you?” 

She swallowed, turned her eyes full on him, her jaw set. “Not at 
all,” she answered. He put his hands on her shoulders, then moved 


them down to hook his thumbs into the top of the bikini. He let his 
thumbs gently rub across the top of her breasts. She looked at him 
disdainfully. He grinned. She had obviously steeled herself with a 
special determination to resist. Slowly, he let his thumbs move down 
further into the bra of the suit, pressing the little stretch of fabric 
down with it. Her breasts blossomed out of the bikini and Nick felt the 
rush of blood through his body. Now his thumbs were gently moving 
over her pink nipples, lightly, hardly touching them. He could feel 
them rise, grow magically at his touch. He unhooked the bra and took 
it off, lowering his chest onto hers, rubbing his muscular chest over 
her breasts, He heard her breath now coming in long, low gasps as she 
fought to control her body. She had turned her head away, the 
muscles of her jaws tightly clenched, her lips held together. Nick 
turned her head around, pulling her by the hair. 

“Ow!” she said. “That’s not fair. You promised no force.” 

“And you promised you wouldn’t run,” he said. “Turning your 
head is running. Besides, you don’t have to be afraid of anything. All 
you have to do is apply that trained, scientific mind that controls the 
emotions. Right?” 

She was glaring up at him now. He brought his body down over 
hers, pressing his chest into the softness of her beautiful breasts, 
letting the touch of his skin set her on fire. He lowered his lips to hers 
but this time he didn’t pull away at the last second. He opened her lips 
with his, sending his tongue into her mouth, exploring, probing, 
touching and then he felt her body relax with a sudden capitulation. It 
was just as suddenly followed by her arms clutching his body, her 
tongue answering his in a wild surge of desire. 

“Oh, Nick, Nick,” she sobbed, burying his head in between her 
breasts, pulling his head down to roll against her. “Make love to me, 
please. Oh, God, make love to me.” 

Nick let his hands move down her body with tantalizing slowness 
as he stripped off the bottom of the bikini. She was arching her back 
and sobbing for him to hurry, but he made haste slowly, pressing his 
face into the delicious softness of her belly. He moved up, letting his 
lips trace a path up the beautiful body, over the full breasts to finally 
rest on top of them. Hers was not a body to rush to but to savor, to 
enjoy as one enjoys a fine brandy, to sip until ready for that final, 
burning, warming moment. Finally, he came to her and she cried out 
at his touch, moving her body beneath his in frantic desire, her arms 
clutched about his neck, her lips caressing his tongue. He moved 
slowly, then faster and then still faster until at the moment of 
moments, the time of times, her arms uncoiled from his neck, she 
pressed them down against the floor and lifted herself into the air, a 
long, satisfied sob escaping her lips. Her arms slid around his neck 


again, this time without frenzy but with a soft, delicious 
possessiveness, holding him to her, unwilling to release him. 

Finally she lay back and let him move to her side. 

“You know something?” Nick asked, idly. “You’re a great loser.” 

Danielle smiled, tinned and lay across his chest. He cupped one 
lovely, excitingly delicious breast in his hand. Instantly she stirred and 
he could feel the fire flare inside her. 

“T want to lose again,” she said. “Now.” She rose up on her knees 
to straddle his body and she was the beautiful sea nymph he had seen 
in the moonlight once again. But instead of a porpoise, she rode atop 
his sensuous body and she leaned down to press her lips against him. 
She moved up and down over him, rubbing against his body with her 
legs astride him. It was a bewitchingly voluptuous sensation and he 
reached up and pulled her down to him. She came, all willing, all 
wanting, all desire. They made love again in the peaceful silence of 
the ocean’s depths and this time they lay together afterwards, not 
speaking, absorbing the stillness. Finally Danielle stirred, turned to 
cast a look at a row of gauges on the inner wall of the diving bell. 

“We have to surface,” she said, a sadness in her voice. “The Triton 
will find us quickly enough.” 

She set the motor and Nick felt the sphere lurch and start upward. 
He watched her put on the bikini and realized again she was one of 
the very few women who should be seen naked at all times. He 
reached out and took her in his arms again. 

“Tll have a few days off, at least,” he said. “Come back with me to 
New York. You can make up some excuse.” 

“Tll put my trained, scientific mind to it,” she said, a devilish 
gleam dancing in the electric blue of her eyes. They surfaced, opened 
the hatch and managed to get their heads out together. It was tight 
and just below the hatchway Nick’s torso was pressed hard against 
hers. 

“All right,” she breathed. “Pll come with you.” Nick grinned and 
surveyed the scene. The water had quieted down and was a beautiful 
blue once again. The island and its atoll had vanished and only an 
unbroken expanse of sea greeted his eyes as they scanned the area. He 
saw the Triton about a half mile away and knew they’d probably 
already spotted the yellow sphere bobbing in the water. He kissed 
Danielle again and the sun shone down on them. He thought about a 
hundred men and a hundred families doing pretty much the same 
thing and he felt good. 


CHAPTER XII 


Nick strolled into Hawk’s office with Danielle on his arm. Her deep 
tan showed off beautifully against the pure white, low-necked dress, 
gathered at the V of the neckline. Nick smiled to himself as he caught 
the flicker of approval in Hawk’s steel-blue eyes. 

“This is Dr, Fraser,” he said casually, performing introductions. 

“T figured as much,” Hawk said blandly as they sat down. Nick 
found himself frowning as he probed the older man’s eyes. He decided 
Hawk was telling the truth and he felt cheated. He had waited for this 
moment ever since first meeting Danielle and now the old fox wasn’t 
even surprised. 

“How’d you figure that?” he asked, grumpily. 

“When you radioed Dr. Fraser was coming back to New York with 
you,” Hawk answered, cheerfully smiling at him. “I just didn’t see you 
making the trip back with a bearded professor—and wiring me about 
it.” 

Nick sighed and sat back in his chair. “You see what I mean?” he 
said to Danielle. “He takes all the fun out of living.” 

“Not at all,” Danielle laughed. “I think he’s delightful. You just 
don’t like to be outsmarted, especially twice in two days.” 

Nick frowned, decided to let that one go for the moment. Hawk’s 
eyes were twinkling behind the steel-rimmed glasses and he was 
obviously enjoying Danielle. 

“When I heard you were both coming I decided to send you to 
dinner at the Sherry-Netherlands as my guest,” he said to Danielle. ‘1 
took the liberty of ordering the complete meal for you, except the 
wine. I'll let Nick do that. He’s more of a wine connoisseur than I am. 
Enjoy it with my compliments, my dear. You were most helpful to us.” 

Nick was still looking skeptical when they reached the Sherry- 
Netherlands and were seated at a table. 

“You’re positively suspicious,” Danielle chided. “I think your boss 
is perfectly charming.” 

“It’s when he’s charming like this that I get suspicious,” Nick 
answered. “It’s not like him. He’s miffed because I took the better part 
of a day to let him know I was still on his active list. He’ll get back at 
me. I know him.” 

“Nonsense,” Danielle said. “Order us some wine.” 

He was still studying the wine list when the waiter brought the 
first course. He heard Danielle giggle, the giggle turning into a gale of 
laughter. He looked over the top of the wine list The huge tray of 
clams looked back at him. 


Nick sat there, finally breaking into a grin. 

“See what I mean?” he said. “And while I think of it, what did you 
mean by that crack about being outsmarted twice in two days. When 
was the first time?” 

She looked at him, china-blue eyes dancing. 

“How do you know,” she said, slowly, “that what happened in the 
diving bell only happened because I decided to let you win?” 

Nick grinned at her. “Uh-uh, no dice, honey. But a good try, 
though. You lost and I know it.” 

“How do you know?” she persisted. 

“Because,” he said, putting one finger under her chin, “you may be 
an ace marine biologist but you’re not that good an actress.” 

She was still giggling about the clams that night, contentedly 
happy in his arms. As she lay there, holding onto the smooth, strong, 
exciting body of this man, she knew he had been right that first time. 
She had never really wanted to win. 


